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Afghan  Tanks  Cross  Russian  Border 


In  a surprise  reversal  of  the  Soviet-Afgan  crisis,  early  this  morning  Afghan 
tanks  turned  the  tide  on  the  Soviet  occupiers  and  drove  them  back  to  the 
Russian  border. 

Heady  with  success,  the  rebel  leaders  were  incensed  into  continuing  the 
attack,  and  succeeded  in  driving  the  Soviets  well  within  the  borders  of  their 
own  country. 

The  unexpected  victory  gave  the  rebel  army  a new  purpose  and  partisan 
members  everywhere  in  the  tiny  country  of  Afghanistan  joined  the  fray. 

With  shouts  of,  "Down  with  the  USSR”  and  "Nyet-nyet  Seviet,”  these 
hitherto  unorganized,  but  valiant  pockets  of  resistance  coalesced  into  an 
angry  and  determined  spearhead  of  attack. 

The  Soviet  Union  was  caught  completely  off  guard  and  Moscow  watched 
helplessly  as  the  Muslim  insurgeants  trampled  division  after  startled  division, 
heading  unerringly  for  the  capital. 

In  less  than  three  hours,  the  Afghan  tank  division,  numbering  some  fifteen 
in  all,  stood  on  the  outskirts  of  Moscow,  with  the  red  spires  of  the  Kremlin 
plainly  in  view  in  the  distance. 

Trundling  through  the  streets  with  impunity,  the  tanks  converged  on  Red 
Square  while  thousands  of  bewildered  and  frightened  Soviet  citizens  stared 
on  in  disbelief. 

Reaching  the  Kremlin  doors,  the  tank  brigade  was  greeted  by  a harried  and 
bedraggled  Premier  Brezhnev,  looking  as  though  he  had  aged  ten  years  in  the 
last  24  hours. 


"We  don’t  want  any  trouble,"  Brezhnev  .commented  hastily,  while  his 
Politburo  aides  cowered  behind  him.  The  rebel  leaders  were  extremely  angry 
and  vocal  and  made  their  demands  known.  Brezhnev  and  his  aides  appeared 
very  eager  to  quell  this  embarassing  and  unexpected  shift  in  power. 

The  nature  of  the  demands  were  quite  specific  and  were  designed  to 
prevent  the  recurrence  of  another  USSR-Afghan  confrontation.  The 
demands  were  as  follows. 

Firstly,  Brezhnev  was  to  personally  write  a letter  of  apology  to  everyone  in 
the  world  for  his  belligerent  behaviour.  And  by  every  one.  they  meant  4 
billion  letters.  This  was  to  ensure  that  the  Premier  was  so  busily  engaged,  that 
he’d  have  no  time  to  direct  invasions. 

Secondly,  they  demanded  unconditional  surrender  of  the  Soviet  Union, 
effective  immediately.  They  further  explained  that  Afghanistan  would  shortly 
be  setting  up  a puppet  regime  to  govern  in  the  USSR's  stead. 

Thirdly,  they  demanded  that  Brezhnev  inform  the  Tass  news  agency  that 
the  rebel  leaders  were  invited  here  by  the  USSR  to  stabilize  a potentially 
explosive  situation  resulting  from  unfriendly  and  imperialistic  intervention  on 
the  part  of  the  Americans.  Rounds  of  applause  followed  the  recitation  of  the 
demands,  upon  which  the  Politburo  members  nodded  their  fearful  approval. 

Triumphantly,  the  tanks  turned  hard  about  and  made  tracks  back  to  their 
home  bases  in  Afghanistan.  Though  only  a day  before  these  rebels  were 
fighting  for  what  seemed  a hopeless  cause,  today  this  tiny  little  army 
succeeded  in  becoming  masters  of  the  largest  country  on  earth. 


Feminism  Terrorism 


Joining  the  ranks  of  terrorist 
organizations  and  oppressive  fascist 
regimes  everywhere  is  the  latest 
outgrowth  of  left-wing  sexist  militants 
on  the  UofT  campus— a group  we  shall 
refer  to  as  the  Feminist  Liberation 
Organization  (FLO). 

This  group  of  banner-waving,  drum- 
beating amazons  has  recently  struck 
another  terrorist  blow  against  that 
bastion  of  literary  integrity,  the  Toike 
Oike. 

This  self-effacing,  well-meaning 
source  of  spiritual  enrichment  in  the 
ocean  of  editorial  atheism  has  been 
the  brunt  of  vicious  and  unprincipled 
attacks  by  this  group  of  pyschotic 
females. 

Demonstating  absolute  maturity  and 
self-control,  the  FLO  felt  it  prudent  to 
phone  in  bomb  threats  during  the 
Engineer’s  slave  auction,  hoping  to 
subvert  their  attempts  to  supply  a wor- 
thy charity  with  money  by  this  illegal 
act. 

Then,  some  moments  after 
realization  that  this  childish  attempt 
was  ineffectual,  the  FLO  proceeded 
directly  to  the  unstaffed  Toike  offices, 
committing  Breaking  and  Entry,  Van- 
dalism and  Theft  during  their 
emotional  tearing  up  of  Sunshine  girl 
pictures  and  their  theft  of  Toike 
humour  books.  However,  the 
Engineers  refused  to  press  charges. 

Some  weeks  later,  the  Toike 
published  a parody  of  the  typical 
Harlequin  romance  entitled,  “Teenage 
Necrophile."  Immediately,  an  angry 
acting  Women’s  Commissioner.  An- 
drea Knight,  took  it  upon  herself  to 


collect  up  2,000  of  these  Toikes  and 
deliver  them  personally  to  Ham’s  of- 
fice. Not  surprisingly,  she  didn’t 
realize  that  this  constitutes  censorship 
of  other  people’s  reading  material,  and 
in  fact  is  tantamount  to  obstructing 
freedom  of  the  press  in  a public  place. 

Quite  decently,  the  Toike  still 
refused  to  engage  this  vigilante  of  FLO 
in  a legal  manner,  and  predictably 
enough,  the  females  were  purple  with 
hysteria. 

Then  they  did  the  most  irresponsible 
thing  to  date.  Taking  cans  of  spray 
paint,  they  exhibited  their  immense 
vocabulary  and  command  of  English 
with  such  catchy  phrases  as  "Toike  no 
Joike"  and  "Sexist  Twits’’  spray- 
painted  on  the  walls  of  Old  Metro 
Library  and  the  sidewalk  outside  DTs 
tavern  in  the  Hydro  Place.  This,  of 
course,  is  defacing  University  and 
private  property.  With  each  stroke  of 
the  spray  can,  they  set  the  legitimate 
cause  of  feminism  back  tens  of  years. 

Evidently  these  pseudo  feminist- 
terrorists  are  content  to  operate  on  the 
other  side  of  the  law.  while  the  Toike 
and  Engineers  remain  good-natured, 
calm  and  legal  about  the  whole  affair. 
We  realize  that  feminism  is  an  impor- 
tant issue,  but  is  far  too  important  for 
these  women  to  have  a hand  in  it. 

One  opinion 

As  an  engineer  I'm  throughly 
disgusted  with  the  events  that  have 
been  happening  on  campus  lately 
concerning  some  of  the  feminists. 
Although  I don’t  believe  completely  in 
their  policy  or  ideas,  as  a female.  I was 


sympathetic  to  the  reasons  they  had 
behind  their  actions.  They  were  a 
group  dedicated  to  their  cause  and 
expressing  their  opinions  as  they  had 
the  right  to  do.  No  longer.  The  little 
respect  I had  has  dissolved  as  they 
regressed  to  showing  their  true 
colours. 

The  graffiti  over  the  walls  of  the 
Metro  Library  and  D.  J.’s  is  pure 
destruction  with  no  concrete  reason 
behind  it.  It  has  no  purpose  except  to 
show  the  university  how  immature 
certain  members  of  it's  community  can 
be.  What  good  has  it  done?  It’s  not 
educational,  it  doesn’t  convey  a 
literate  message  and  it  certainly  is  not 
humourous. 

They  complain  and  accuse  engineers 
of  derrogatory  actions  on  campus,  but 
I wonder  what  they  call  this  last 
escapade? 

University  students  are  old  enough  to 
censor  their  own  reading  material;  if 
you  find  it  offensive,  just  don’t  read  it. 
The  Toike  does  not  force  it’s  presence 
on  anyone;  however,  one  can't  help 
but  notice  what  is  plastered  over  these 
walls.  Equal  rights  and  sexual 
discrimination  involves  more  than 
complaining  about  a satirical 
newspaper. 

It  seems  a shame  that  the  actions  of  a 
few  are  ruining  the  ideals  of  so  many. 
Maybe  their  priorities  should  be 
reassesed. 

Another  opinion 
In  the  intrest  of  fair  joumalisim,  I 
think  it  necessary  that  the  position  of 
the  feminists,  as  I see  it,  be  presented. 


Assination  Attempt 

Former  Prime  Minister  Joe  Clark 
narrowly  escaped  death  yesterday  af- 
ternoon in  what  may  well  prove  to  be  a 
precedent  at  Tory  Caucus  meetings. 
He  was  addressing  his  party  members 
in  the  House  of  Commons  yesterday 
when  gun  shots  rang  out  from  the  up- 
per balconies,  the  bullets  just  missing 
his  head. 

"I  think  some  people  in  my  party 
aren’t  happy  with  my  image."  Clark 
admitted,  somewhat  shaken  by  the 
event. 

The  disastrous  defeat  of  the  Conser- 
vative Party  was  directly  attributable 
to  “That  miserable,  lying  son  of  a bit- 
ch, Joe  Clark,"  his  mother  said  yester- 
day. “And  you  can  quote  me.” 

One  of  the  highly  prominent  Tory 
Cabinet  ministers  confirmed  her  sen- 
timents. 


The  feminists  are  more  concerned 
over  the  subliminal  effects  and  sub- 
conscious value  judgements  than  the 
childish  jokes.  By  trying  to  talk  about 
rape  in  a humourous  fashion,  the 
Toike  is  making  a dangerous  value 
judgement;  that  rape  is  something  not 
to  be  taken  seriously. 

It  is  not  hard  to  imagine  the 
frustration  of  the  feminists,  who  see 
their  sex  the  target  of  ridicule  in  the 
Toike.  The  Toike  never  presents 
women  as  anything  more  than  sex  ob- 
jects. What  is  much  more  frustrating  is 
the  fact  that  an  apathetic  society! 
allows  this  to  continue.  The  real 
enemy  of  the  feminist  cause  is  not 
sexism  but  rather  apathy. 

The  only  way  to  combat  apathy  is  to 
be  'high  profile' . Though  vandalism 
and  bomb  threats  cannot  be  con- 
doned, other  methods,  such  as  pickets 
and  ‘ad  campaigns'  can  be  very  useful 
by  focusing  attention  on  the  cause. 
Vandalism  and  threats  are  counter- 
productive in  that  they  bring  bad 
publicity  to  the  feminist  movement. 

Though  there  are  many  sexist  at- 
titudes in  our  society,  one  must 
remember  that  the  battle  is  also  again- 
st apathy.  The  Toike  is  an  easily 
emotionalized  issue  that  will  draw 
comment  from  all  but  the  most  staun- 
ch apathesist.  This  is  the  reason  that 
the  attack  has  been  focused  on  the 
Toike. 

As  a male  engineering  student,  I 
find  it  difficult  to  explain  the  Toike's 
popularity.  The  only  explanations  I 
can  think  of  are  too  ugly  to  be  printed. 


"We  had  to  get  things  moving  after 
Clark  put  the  boots  to  our  collective 
groin  last  month.  In  fact,  we  barely 
pulled  ourselves  out  of  the  political 
mire  once  Bozo  the  Clark  was  finished 
campaigning." 

Long  range  plans  for  the  Tories  in- 
clude careful  screening  of  potential 
leadership  candidates,  with  full 
editorial  control  over  all  further 
leaders'  comments. 

"Joe  won’t  happen  again,”  the  Star 
was  told.  F(Uer  Section.... 

A major  disaster  that  could  even- 
tually affect  the  lives  of  billions  of 
people  occurred  in  a quaint  New 
England  hamlet  late  last  night,  killing 
33.  injuring  273.  16  seriously,  and 
leaving  an  additional  44  people 
homeless.  At  or  shortly  after  10:30 
r.  m K-Y  lellv  Factorv  on  Rte.  28 
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New  Liberal  Budget 


Pierre  Trudeau  and  the  Liberal  Party  have  announced  the  details  of  their 
new  budget  this  morning.  There  were  few  surprises,  something  for  everyone, 
and  a good  deal  of  common  sense  money  management  in  it.  The  major 
details  are: 

1)  A proposed  gasoline  price  hike  of  only  9c  per  half  gallon. 

2)  A ceiling  on  Canadian  oil  prices  set  at  15%  lower  than  world  prices. 

3)  Tax  revenue  increase  of  only  3.4995  billion  dollars. 

4)  Selling  shares  of  the  Conservative  party  to  members  of  PetroCan. 

St.  Patrick’s  Day  came  early  this  year  as  the  Star's  favourite  Prime  Minister 

and  his  wonderful  Liberals  revealed  the  details  of  their  new  budget  in  the 
House  today.  Predictably,  the  instant  the  finance  minister  outlined  the  major 
points  in  the  budget,  there  was  almost  instantaneous  condemnation  by  the 
Conservatives. 

For  the  Tories,  the  bitterest  pill  to  swallow  was  the  proposed  gas  price  hike 
of  9c  per  half  gallon,  a far  cry  from  their  crushing  penance  of  18e  per  gallon 
The  Conservatives  jumped  to  their  feet  and  pounded  on  desk  tops  in  order  to 
show  their  complete  distaste  and  utter  scorn  for  the  new  measure. 

“This  is  wholeheartedly  unacceptable,"  Opposition  Leader  Clark 
protested.  He  had  just  recently  survived  an  attempt  on  his  life  in  Parliaraen 
yesterday,  and  sadly,  seemed  none  the  worse  for  wear. 

"That’s  what  happens  when  people  vote  in  a man  who  refused  to  name  hi. 
price  before  the  election  day.  While  we  maintained  our  stand  at  18c  a gallon 
the  public  will  now  be  forced  to  shell  out  twice  as  much  for  gas.  Trudeau  isn' 
fooling  anyone  with  his  9c  a half  gallon.  That  works  out  to  21c  a gallon. .. 
Cmon.  Pierre...  we're  not  all  stupid." 

However,  Clark  was  quick  to  add  that  the  price  wasn't  the  only  bone  o 
contention. 

The  Liberals  have  decided  to  keep  Canadian  Oil  prices  15%  lower  than 
world  prices  lor  oil,  rather  than  letting  them  rise  unchecked  to  83%  of  tha 
same  level  as  the  Tories  had  proposed. 

"Look  at  the  figures,"  Trudeau  told  a crowd  of  enthusiastic  supporters  on 
Parliament  Hill  this  morning. 

"We’re  talking  15%...  Clarkonomics  would  have  given  you  85% ! That' 
just  another  piece  of  rope  that  Joe  hanged  himself  with." 

Clark  was  unexpectedly  silent  on  this  issue,  preferring  instead  to  cas 
unfounded  dispersions  on  Turdeau's  character  by  bringing  out  his  suggestion 
to  return  the  six  American  hostages  to  Iran,  now  that  the  Canadian 
government  had  changed  hands. 

And  a further  welcome  relief  from  oppressive  taxation  came  with  the 
announcement  that  tax  revenues  would  only  inch  up  to  a reasonable  3.499. 
billion  dollars,  compared  to  the  unrealistic  3.5  billion  dollar  burden  that  thi 
Tories  would  have  had  us  bear. 

"And  another  thing,"  Clark  added,  though  he  immediately  forgot.  And 
small  wonder.  His  'short  term  pain  for  long  term  gain’  budget  would  have 
dealt  the  country  a fatal  blow  to  the  wallet.  Thankfully,  a man  of  vision  sue! 
as  Pierre  Elliot  Trudeau  saw  clearly  the  only  realistic  way  to  proceed,  anc 
gave  us  a budget  of  almost  no  complete  justice  to  all. 


Tutenbaker  Unearthed 


In  light  of  the  tremendous  success  of 
the  spectacular  and  vastly  over- 
publicized  Treasures  of  Tutankhamun 
exhibit  at  the  AGO.  Canada  has  elec- 
ted to  participate  in  a cultural  ex- 
change program  with  the  OPEC  coun- 
tries. 

Canada’s  most  impressive  ar- 
chaeological discovery  was  made 
recently  by  a group  of  over-zealous  fir- 
st year  archaeology  students  at  the 
University  of  Saskatoon,  while  sear- 
ching for  the  remains  of  a Mayan  tem- 
ple in  downtown  Saskatoon. 

To  their  delight,  the  eager  students 
instead  unearthed  the  entrance  to  the 
tomb  of  the  legendary  John  Diefen- 
baker,  great  figure  from  Canadian 
history.  The  explorers  found  a wealth 
of  priceless  artifacts  inside. 

Contents  of  the  Tomb  included  a 
ceremonial  death  mask  of  obvious 


in  Chatham,  Mass,  blew  up. 

The  explosion  occurcd  a few  hours 
after  the  last  shift  of  the  day  left  the 
plant.  A preliminary  investigation 
reveals  that  the  blast  was  most  likely 
the  result  of  the  negligence  of  a former 
employee.  Hurt  Haggis,  formerly  of 
Cove  Hill  Rd. 

Before  leaving  her  office  that  day. 
Ms.  Haggis  failed  to  turn  off  her 
vibrator  which  had  been  running  since 
her  mid-afternoon  coffee  break.  Her 
office  had  caught  fire  after  the  dildo 
malfunctioned.  Eventually  the  heat 
caused  several  cases  of  mushrooms  in 
the  lobby  to  explode.  The  mushrooms 
ripped  apart  which  so  much  force  that 
it  caused  the  entire  building  to  blow 
apart. 

There  was  only  one  eyewitness  to 
the  inferno.  A shy  girl  by  the  name  of 
Amino  Freaky  of  Sea  Pine  Rd. 


ritual  value,  consisting  of  a huge 
plastic  nose,  black  horn-rimmed 
glasses,  large  bushy  eyebrows,  and  a 
thick  mustache.  His  massive  funerary 
sarcophagus,  magnificently  handcraf- 
ted from  the  finest  Canadian  chip- 
board, was  lovingly  overlaid  with 
Aluminum  foil  and  left  resting  in  state 
under  a pile  of  dirty  laundry. 

Within  this  splendid  resting  place 
was  discovered  the  final  remains  of  the 
former  prime  minister,  wrapped  ten- 
derly in  old  issues  of  the  Toronto 
Telegram.  Storerooms  in  the  tomb  in- 
cluded objects  of  everyday  domestic 
use  such  as  mirrors,  muk-Iuks,  7,000 
pictures  of  the  Queen,  a necklace  of 
Dalton  Camp's  teeth,  and  ook-piks  as 
well  as  mounds  of  hard  core  porn, 
whips,  leather  harnesses  and  crates  of 
Mazola  Com  Oil  made  famous  at  Tory 
Caucus  meetings. 
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Counterfeit  Jug 
Ring  Broken 

* when  the  handle  on  his 


The  largest  seizure  of  counterfeit  - 
quart  milk  jugs  in  Canadian  history 
was  made  yesterday  when  130  million 
of  them  were  uncovered  in  a Rosedale 
warehouse.  (Is  that  how  you  spell  it?), 
by  the  RCMP. 

The  seizure,  with  a police-estimated 
street  value  of  $52  million,  resulted  in 
three  Metro  area  people,  including 
two  children,  being  charged. 

Police  based  their  estimate  of  $52 
million  on  milk  jugs  being  worth  40c 
each  at  the  wholesale  levei  and  almost 
twice  that  on  the  street.  Also  found  in 
the  warehouse  was  an  injection 
molding  system  capable  of  producing 
80  jugs  per  hour.  24  hours  per  day. 
The  raw  material  of  the  jugs,  600  lbs. 
of  polystyrene,  was  also  discovered. 


when  the  handle  on  his  jug  of  milk  was 
made  of  blue  plastic  instead  of  the 
usual  red. 

This  discovery  resulted  in  a RCMP 
and  OPP  milk  jug  squad  officers 
keeping  a keen  24-hour  watch  on  all 
stores  that  sell  milk  in  the  Metro  area. 
Inspector  Trivlingof  the  Markham 
police  force  said  yeaterday  that  three 
youths  drove  up  to  a Mac's  Milk  store 
on  Bathurst  Street  with  200  milk  jugs, 
demanding  their  deposit  money.  Their 
truck  was  followed  back  to  Rosedale, 
where  an  additional  129,999,800  jugs 
were  found  wrapped  in  burlap  sacks 
labelled  "Red  Handled  Milk  Jugs." 

Charged  yesterday,  with  fraud  and 
counterfeiting  of  milk  jugs  (3  quart), 
and  scheduled  to  appear  in  court 
Tuesday  are  Ken  Johnny,  20;  Dan  (the 


RCMP  first  uncovered  the  milk  jugs  Mensch)  Nosella,  16.  (believed  to  be 


three  weeks  ago  when  Sgt.  Schphin- 
cter  of  the  York  Regional  Police  Farce 
thought  something  seemed  strange 


the  "brains"  behind  the  operation.) 
and  Bob  (Cocky  little  Whelp)  Moult, 
1 1 . All  three  are  Toronto  residents. 


SAC  Triples 
Toike  Grant 


S AC's  grant  to  the  Toike  Oike  will 
be  tripled,  effectively  immediately, 
announced  SAC  president  David  Jones 
at  an  emergency  press  conference  held 
late  last  night. 

"The  oard  felt  this  was  the  best  way 
to  serve  the  students",  Jones  said. 
"When  we  canned  the  OFS  referen- 
dum. we  were  struck  with  a whopping 
surplus.  What  better  way  to  spend  it? 
We're  hoping  they'll  print  more  jokes 
mid  cartoons  " 

Toike  editor  Bob  Moult  was  out 
shopping  for  black  condoms  and 
missed  the  announcement.  When  con- 
tacted early  this  morning,  he  ex- 
pressed suprise  at  SAC’s  move.  "H — 
s — !"  He  said.  "What  the  f—  did  they 
do  that  for?  With  the  feminists  giving 
us  publicity,  the  ads  are  rolling  in. 
What  the  h—  am  I going  to  do  with 
more  g SAC  money?" 


Acting  Women's  Commisioner  An- 
drea Knight  instigated  the  grant  in- 
crease. "We've  been  mean  to  poor 
Bobby  lately”  she  explained.  "Maybe 
this  will  make  up  for  it."  Knight  said 
that  the  Women's  Committee 
unaminously  passed  a motion  that 
"We  think  he's  cute  and  very  sexy", 
and  recommended  the  boost  so  he 
would  ask  them  out. 

Ex-Engineering  Society _ president 
Gary  Jones  claiided  he  was  ignorant. 
"We  can't  afford  it.  and  that's  all  I'm 
going  to  say  at  this  time,"  he  said. 

Moult  expects  the  extra  money  to 
have  little  effect  on  Toike  publishing. 
"We  may  have  to  add  a few  pages  and 
come  out  once  a week",  he  said,  “but 
basically  we’ll  just  have  bigger  par- 
ties." Moult  refused  to  comment  on 
possible  relationships  with  the 
Women's  Commitee  members. 


Nutrient  Levels 
Dangerously  High 


Inspectors  from  the  department  of 
health  today  reported  that  spot  checks 
of  fast  food  restaurants  had  revealed 
traces  of  real  meal  in  the  hamburgers 
from  some  chains.  While  the  levels  of 
meat  were  below  the  maximum 
allowable  under  government 
regulations,  junk  food  consumers  are 
concerned.  Several  of  the  junkies 
declared  that  they  would  boycott 
burgers  substituting  a balanced  mix- 
ture of  chocolate  bars,  taco  chips  and 
grape  bubble  gum  until  stricter 
legislation  eliminating  all  meat  is  in- 
troduced. 


Spokesmen  for  the  big  chains 
denied  allegations  that  any  serious 
health  threat  actually  exists.  Although 
the  introduction  of  natural  protein  in- 
to a diet  which  would  otherwise  con- 
sist entirely  of  cellullose,  dacron  and 
polyester  has  been  shown  to  produce 
abnormally  good  health  over  a long 
period  of  time,  however,  this  can  be 
reversed  by  dietary  supplements  of 
mercury,  lead  and  arsenic.  Producers 
have  agreed  to  implement  control 
measures  that  will  insure  against  con- 
tamination of  their  products  by 
nutritional  substances. 


Weather  /Cloudy,  high -1C 


Most  of  our 
distribution  area  had 
mixed  weather  today. 
Remember,  readers,  we 
don't  make  the  weather, 
we  only  try  to  out  guess 
it. 

In  any  case,  the 
Niagara  region  had 
scattered  showers,  at 
times  accompanied  by 
violent  windstorms  and 
thundershowers,  as  St. 
Catherine's  was  washed 
into  the  Welland  Conr.I. 

To  the  south,  the 
London  area  was  hit 
with  a hail  storm  that 
caused  light  to 
catastrophic  damage. 
Meanwhile,  to  tht  north 
west,  tornadoes  ripped 
through  the 

Collingwood-Peny  Sound 
and  Georgia  l Bay 
region  this  afternoon. 
Few  casualties  were 
reported,  but  .raffic  was 
disrupted  when  a large 
house  containing  a little 


girl  and  her  dog  was 
dropped  into  downtown 
Collingwood  during  rush 
hour.  Three  people  were 
injured  and  a lady 
wearing  red  shoes  was 
killed  when  the  house 
landed  on  her. 

In  the  nation's  capital, 
stormy  debates  in  the 
commons  were 
accompanied  by  gale 
force  winds  and 
hurricanes.  The  same 
winds  toppled  the  Peacf 
Tower  on  Joe  Clark, 
burying  him  for  a second 
time. 

In  the  Metro  area,  an 
earthquake  gripped  the 
city  as  the  ground 
opened  up  and 
swallowed  Mimico. 
That’s  not  weather,  but 
that  too.  is  reality.  The 
rest  of  Metro  enjoyed 
cloudy,  windy  and  rainy 
conditions,  except  in  the 
vicinity  of  City  Hall 
where  a beam  from 


Smokestack  Blows  Wad 


A major  catastrophe  involving  the 
Physical  Plant  smokestack  at  the 
University  of  Toronto  last  night 
resulted  in  5 deaths,  with  13  injured,  2 
seriously. 

The  cause  of  the  deadly  accident  ii 
thought  to  be  the  result  of  a failed  BFC 
caper.  Nothing  has  been  confirmed, 
though  an  eyewitness  account  im- 
plicates the  BFC. 

Rubbie  John  Q.  Public,  a resident  of 
a dank  alleyway  behind  the  Beckers 
store  near  College  & Spadina  was 
staggering  up  St.  George  St.  at  7:30 
p.m.  last  night,  begging  for  loose 
change.  He  stated  to  reporters  that 
at  about  that  time  he  noted  five  men 
apparently  wearing  Engineering  UofT 
jackets  near  the  top  of  the  stack,  erec- 
ting what  appeared  to  be  a gigantic 
foreskin.  The  rope  holding  the  men 
broke,  and  all  five  men  slid  down  the  ( 
. — i 

Public  then  said  the  stack  suddenly' 
erupted,  spewing  forth  many  thousand 
tonnes  of  a white,  creamy,  viscous 
liquid.  A few  thousand  litres  of  it  lan- 
ded on  the  telescopes  atop  the  Burton 
Tower,  but  the  bulk  of  the  stuff  landed 
on  and  completely  covered  Sid  Smith, 
effectively  shutting  the  building  off 


from  the  outside  world. 

Rubbie  John  Public  than  saw  the 
most  amazing  thing  of  his  life.  After 
shooting  out  the  liquid,  the 
smokestack  gradually  became  limp. 

The  entire  nursing  faculty  quickly 
ran  out  of  Cody  Hall  and,  with  spoons 
in  hand,  quickly  dug  their  way  into  the 
building.  Artsies  had  apparently 
thought  that  Metro  had  finally 
received  the  snowfall  that  had  failed  to 
fall  all  winter,  and  were  apparently 
unconcerned  about  the  incident. 

The  BFC  has  reportedly  offered  to 
clean  up,  with  ceremonious  support 
from  the  Bnad,  though  they  denied 
any  responsibility  for  the  tragedy.  The 
alleged  leader  of  the  non-existent  BFC 
was  not  available  for  comment. 

Investigations  have  revealed 
nothing  so  far,  though  the  Star  has 
learned  that  the  entire  nursing  faculty 
is  pregnant.  Also.  The  Star  has  been, 
informed  by  the  mice  that  the  stack 
has  been  charged  with  800  counts  of 
rape,  5 counts  of  murder  and  13 
counts  of  wounding  with  intent  to  kill. 
The  stack  has  agreed  to  plead  guilty  to 
these  charges  in  exchange  for  the 
dropping  of  the  five  manslaughter 
charges. 


heaven  was  observed 
alighting  on  Mayor  John 
Sewell. 

A provincial  holiday 
was  declared  in  B.C. 
today  when  the  sun  was 
glimpsed  in  Vancouver 
for  the  first  time  in  three 
decades. 

And.  on  an 
international  note,  it  was 
reported  that  Columbia 
reached  a record  high 
today. 

Tomorrow,  we'll  be 
looking  for  unsettled 
conditions.  (Remember, 
we  said  'looking  for,’  and 
not  'expecting,'  so  keep 
your  letters  to 
yourselves).  Here's  the 
satellite  picture. 


Sutton’s 

Place 

Joan  Sutton 


Love 

Is*  • • 


Ever  since  our  first  ancestors  came  to  the  realization 
that  they  alone  were  favoured  over  the  beasts  of  the  fields, 
the  magic  butterfly  of  love  has  traced  a graceful,  if  elusive 
path  across  our  collective  consciousness. 

The  nature  of  love  has  occupied  the  minds  of  the 
greatest  sages  of  antiquity  and  the  thoughts  of  fresh- 
scrubbed  students  carving  the  names  of  their  teenaged 
lady  loves  in  the  bark  of  numberless  trees. 

Any  attempt  to  define  love  would  be  futile,  since  it  is 
the  nature  of  the  butterfly  to  appear 'as  different  things  to 
different  people.  That,  in  essence,  is  the  joy  of  love;  it  has 
room  within  its  all-enfolding  afms  for  everyone, 
regardless  of  who  or  what  they  are. 

I have  been  lucky  enough  to  see  the  butterfly,  to  catch  a 
ride  on  its  gossamer  wings.  We  ilive  in  a world  of 
dehumanized  and  depersonalization  in  which  it  seems 
sometimes  that  the  art  of  being  a human  being  has  been 
lost  in  a jungle  of  steel  and  neon.  However,  I know  for  a 
fact  that  there  is  love  out  there  in  the  night  amidst  those  * 
so-called  concrete  canyons.  There  is  a man  somewhere 
who  embodies  in  his  spirit  and  in  -his  soul  the  mystic 
precepts  of  eternal  bliss. 

I met  such  a man  last  night,  at  an  otherwise  oh-so- 
dreary  cocktail  party. 

He  was  standing  apart  from  (he  crush,  quietly 
supporting  a snifter  of  brandy  in  his  strong  artistic  fingers. 

A mysterious,  subtly  haunting  smile  played  across  the 
sensual  curve  of  his  lips. 

He  cooly  disengaged  himself  from  the  mass  of 
moonstruck  \Vomen  and  appeared  at  my  elbow  like  some 
enchanting  vision. 

"You  are  a fascinating  woman,"  he  said  in  a cultured 
voice  as  smooth  as  the  tailored  white  Silk  jacket  he  wore. 
“Ifind  such  fascination  more  easily  satisfied  in,  shall  we 
say,  a more  suitable  location."  He,  flashed  a dazzling 
smile,  and  extended  an  arm.  Like  one  in  a daze,  I took  it. 

Like  a sleepwalker,  I was  scarcely  aware  of  my 
surroundings  or  even  what  was  happening  to  me.  All  I 
can  recall  is  that  I suddenly  found  myself  reclining  on  a 
lush  sofa  in  his  luxury  penthouse,  a goblet  of  sparkling 
champagne  weaving  its  liquid  spell  in  my  hand.  I felt  his 
hot  eyes  burning  into  me.  and  then,  without  further  ado, 
he  hurled  the  glass  from  my  benumbed  hand  and  took  me 
in  his  hard,  muscular,  yet  strangely  gentle  arms. 

With  one  easy,  cat-like  motion,  he  swept  me  off  my  feet 
and  carried  me  into  his  bedroom,  all  the  while  murmuring 
endearing  and  subtly  salacious  phrases  in  my  burning 
ears. 

He  lay  beside  me  on  that  enscrollbd  bed  of  passion, 
and  worked  his  magic  on  me,  arousing  in  me  a passion  so 
urgent,  so  burning,  that  every  fibre  of  my  being,  every 
iota  of  my  soul  and  essence  screamed  for  the  ecstacy  of 
release.  And  then  the  (fucking)  homo  couldn't  even  get  it  up. 


SLINGER 


Assup 

Buggered 

Badly 

Jimi  Hendrix’s  "Purple  Haze”  is 
blaring  on  a radio.  Thick  green 
smoke  fills  the  air  all  around  me. 
A phone  rings  and  rings.  Somebody 
finally  picks  it  up,  but  then  the 
ringing  resumes  again  moments 
later.  Somebody's  typing  something 
very  slowly.  The  walls  of  the  office 
are  covered  with  posters  shipped  in 
by  IGUS  (Intergalacic  Union  of 
Students).  Hammers  and  sickles 
frame  announcements  for  the  54th 
solidarity  day  festival  in  Kabul. 
Gee,  guess  I missed  that  one.  The 
floor  is  littered  with  piles  of 
revolutionary  newspapers. 

A guy  that  looks  like  a tubby  ver- 
sion of  the  young  Trotsky  almost 
runs  into  me.  “Where  you  goin', 
man?”,  I ask. 

"Got  to  put  up  more  fuckin' 
posters.  It’s  the  only  way  to  beat 
these  bastards." 

"Posters  about  what?” 

"About  how  they’re  screwin'  us.” 

"How  do  you  know  they  are?" 

"What  day  is  it?” 

"Tuesday." 

"Ya  see,  what  did  I tell  you.  They 
always  screw  us  on  something  on 
Tuesday — especially  in  the  after- 
noons. Anyways,  I gotta  run.  When 
I get  back  I have  to  forge  1,500 
signatures  on  that  friggin’  petition 
and  then  tell  the  paper  what  to  print 
tomorrow.  Then  if  I've  got  time, 
we'll  go  out  on  a raid." 

He  disappeared  down  the 
corridor. 

What  a crazy  kind  of  flipped-out, 
doped-up  way  to  fight  a war. 
Every  day  the  same  routine. 
Thousands  of  tons  of  posters, 
papers,  pamphlets,  petitions  and 
other  incendiary  devices  are  drop- 
ped somewhere  in  Sidsmi  by  the  in- 
surgent guerillas  who  have  held 
Assup  for  the  past  eight  years  after 
splitting  from  the  umbrella 
organization,  The  Strategic 

AJcIiembl&LCouaeil  X5AC1  u The 

Assups  decided  that  SAC  had  been 
taken  over  by  reactionary  elements. 
The  guerilla  movement  has  been 
hopelessly  divided  here  ever  since. 
The  Assups  took  over  the  regional 
newspaper,  which  three  times  a 
week  belches  forth  massive  amoun- 


ts of  party-line  invective  directed 
against  the  Sacs  and  the  ever- 
present war-lords. 

A sickly-looking  young  girl,  who 
was  sitting  down  a few  yards  from 
me,  was  explaining  how  it  all  star- 
ted: 

“They  started  cutting  back, 
man." 

"Who?" 

“Them." 

“Who?" 

"The  fucking  jerks,  man,  that 
wanted  to  take  the  friggin'  food  out 
of  our  mouths,  man.  The  guys  who 
wouldn't  bomb  the  hospitals  and 
free  up  some  money  for  us  so  we 
could  get  our  stereos  repaired  and 
have  a few  extra  joints  a week, 
man." 

"You  mean  the  war-lords?" 

“Damn  straight,  I mean  the  war- 
lords." 

“Have  you  ever  met  one,  or..." 

"Fuck,  man,  I read  about  what 
they're  doing  every  day  in  the 
paper,  don’t  I.  I don't  need  to  meet 
'em.  But  if  I did,  I'd  confront 
them.” 

“What  do  you  mean?" 

“I  mean  I wouldn't  let  them  off 
the  christing  hook  like  those 
assholes  at  SAC.  But  maybe  we'll  be 
able  to  do  something  about  that 
next  year.  Wo  got  this  guy, 
Golliwog,  and  two  friends  of  his,  a 
chick  named  Epic  and  some  other 
guy  named  Hecklebone,  I think. 
Anyway,  it  lacks  like  they're  going 
to  be  able  to  infiltrate  that  place 
good.  I mean  imagine  the  Sacs  have 
got  their  own  photocopier!  Man, 
can  you  imagine,  another  ten  tons 
of  paper  being  dumped  all  over  the 
place  out  there.  Fuck,  thousands 
more  people  would  be  politicized 
and  then  we  could  really  put  those 
mother-fuckers  up  against  the 
wall." 

Just  at  this  point,  young  Trotsky 
returned.  "We've  captured  a 
vehicle!"  he  shouted.  “Get  that 
spray  paint.  And  we  need  two  or 
three  people.  C’mon,  c'mon,  we're 
going  to  drop  four  friggin'  tons  of 
yellow  paper  in  the  chief  war-lord's 
office.  Then  we're  going  to  go  out 
and  be  fuckin'  necrophiles  for  a few 
hours.  Oh,  yeah,  make  sure 
Golliwog  phones  the  paper  and  gets 
in  that  picture  of  him  performing  an 
abortion  on  that  comrade  we 
dressed  up  as  a nun.  That'll  get  the 
R.C.  faction  in  SAC  all  hyped  up, 
and  fuckin'  revolutionize  all  the 
doctors  and  nurses  in  the  country. 
Let's  go  men." 

A nd  they  were  gone.  Hendrix  still 


i And  they  were  gone.  Hendrix  still 
blared.  The  phones  stifl  rangTTIie 
typewriter  plunked  on.  Somebody 
lit  up  another  joint  somewhere. 
This  is  command  headquarters  for 
the  aging  revolutionaries  of  Sidsmi. 
Another  fucked  up  day  in  Assup. 
What  a bitch. 


Here  It  is! 
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EXThA 

STOCK 
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Something  extra  from  Labatrt. 

A premium  qualify  brew  commemorating  our  150th  Anniversary. 

Extra  Stock  means  extra  flavour,  extra  smoothness,  extra  taste  satisfaction. 

Mellow  and  smooth  going  down,  it’s  something  extra,  for  our friends...from  Labatt’s. 
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OUR  MISTAKE! 


Despite  our  reputation  for  presenting  news  in  an 
intelligent  and  accurate  manner,  we  must 
remember  that  we  are  still  human  and  capable  of 
making  errors.  Regretfully,  a large  mistake  has 
been  made  as  a result  of  our  publishing  some 
recent  articles  by  one  of  our  ex-columnists, 
Michele  Landsberg.  These  articles  criticised  the 
writing  in  the  University  of  Toronto's  finest 
journal,  the  Toike  Oike.  Her  attacks  have 
prompted  one  of  the  most  widespread  reactions  we 
have  ever  seen.  Thousands  of  people  wrote  in  to 
our  editors,  asking  when  will  Michelle  be  getting 
her  walking  papers? 

It  is  our  established  policy  of  standing  by  the 
columnists  no  matter  what  the  popularity  of  their 
views,  but  this  was  an  unusual  case.  Over  90%  of 
our  advertisers  withdrew  their  support  for  our 
current  issue  in  order  to  protest  the  vicious 
slandering  of  that  beacon  of  outstanding 
journalism,  the  Toike.  This  explains  why  this 
edition  is  so  thin.  The  only  advertisers  who  agreed 
to  support  us  were  Ms.  Magazine  and 


contributions  from  Germaine  Greer.  When  I 
asked  the  Publishers  of  the  Star  if  they  would  hold 
true  to  their  principles  and  support  Landsberg, 
they  laughed  rudely  in  my  face.  Landsberg  was 
soon  reassigned  to  cover  political  issues  in 
Tasmania. 

So  please,  BobMoult,  give  us  a break.  Just  pass 
it  off  as  a misunderstanding  between  papers  and 
forget  the  whole  thing  ever  occurred.  In  the 
meantime,  in  order  to  remain  competitive,  we 
have  decided  to  institute  some  radical  changes  in 
the  format,  namely  arrows  encircling  our  logo,  and 
the  humourous  material. 

It  is  our  hope  by  emulating  the  Toike  that  our 
ailing  circulation  will  almost  triple.  The  Toike  is 
the  only  paper  we  know  of  whose  readership  is 
twice  their  circulation.  So,  since  nothing  succeeds 
like  success,  we’ll  do  our  best  to  copy  the  Toike. 
We’ll  do  all  this  and  more...  "cause  the  Toike 
means  a lot  to  the  Star.” 

Love  and  Kisses 
the  Star 

campus  2000  leaflets  explaining  our 
position  , along  with  a division  of  elite 
Klingon  warriors  to  peacefully 
supervise  the  signing  of  a petition  to 
burn  all  Toikes  in  existence. 
Furthermore,  we  will  impose  a 
blockade  on  all  of  your  extra-terrestial 
advertisers  in  an  attempt  to  force 
editorial  change. 

We.  the  Klingons  Against 
Xenophobia,  will  continue  to  fight 
against  the  Toike  until  the  human 
slime  known  as  Bob  Moult  licks  the 
boots  of  our  Exalted  Kommander  Kor, 
and  submits  to  our  will. 

Only  then  will  the  entire  university 
know  that  the  Klingon  species  is  trudy 
the  master  race. 

HAIL  KOR! 

Klingons  Against  Xenophobia. 
DEAR  BOX: 

At  9:30  on  March  5th,  1980,  I was  sit- 
ting in  my  favourite  Calculus  class, 
eagerly  devouring  every  word  of  my 
professor’s  lecture,  and  passionately 
hoping  that  he  might  look  in  my  direc- 
tion. Suddenly,  a huge,  macho  beast 
appeared  at  the  door,  brandishing  two 
live  chickens  which  he  threw  in  my  lap 
and  onto  my  joystick. 

I immediately  creamed  my  best  pair 


nfv^ 


Dear  Miss  Box, 

re;  RMCSTBO.  I was  totally 
shocked  when  I read  the  blasphemous 
slander  against  my  favorite  late-night 
pickup  joint.  Ralph’s  Meat  Counter  is 
a veritable  den  of  hedonistic  self 
indulgence.  To  besmirch  the 
reputation  so  proud  an  institution  is  in 
effect  to  denigrate  the  way  of  life  that 
is  represented  by  our  serving  men! 

Let  us  instead  unite  and  proclaim  to 
all  and  sundry  that  RMCPO!!!!!!! 

The  next  time  you're  in  Kingston, 
drop  by  and  we'll  gladly  enter  the  great 
divide. 

AFOSCFRMC 

(A  Freaked  Out  Space  Cadet  From 
RMC) 

We  the  students  at  Klingon  Kollich 
are  extremely  disturbed  by  being 


stereotyped  as  illiturate,  immature, 
mental  devients.  We  resent  being 
inter-racially  exploited  by  the  quasi- 
human staph  of  the  Toike  Oike. 

In  the  last  issue  of  the  Toike,  our 
glorious  leader  , Kommander  Kor  was 
portrayed  by  this  rag  as  totally 
inkompetant  and  weak.  To  make 
matters  worse,  he  had  to  endure  the 
ridicule  and  degrading  laughter  of  an 
obviously  inferior  alien  scum-cloud. 

Such  blatent  xenophobia  willnot  be 
tolerated  by  our  infinitely  superior 
K lingonese  species . 

If  this  is  supposed  to  be  some  kind  of 
a joke,  we  don’t  think  it’s  very  funny. 

As  a result,  your  next  shipment  of 
Toikes  to  the  Eng.  Sci.  Moonbase, 
(next  to  Klingon  Kollich),  will  be 
atomized  prior  to  achieving  lunar 
orbit.  We  will  dump  onto  the  U of  T 


of  pleated  disco  pants,  which  I had 
just  finished  cleaning  the  night  before. 

Oh  to  my  broken  heart's  dismay;  the 
chickens  showed  their  complete  indif- 
ference to  my  sexual  overtures  by  shil- 
ling all  over  my  favourite  disco 
sweater:  the  yellow,  and  now  brown 
one,  designed  by  my  idol  Dannielle 
Hechster. 

I only  hope  that  the  people  involved 
will  next  time  either  find  sexier 
chickens,  (with  tighter  assholes),  or 
enemize  them  before  distribution. 

Thanks  Loads. 

Most  Flaccidly  Yours; 

Vannielle  Cum  ENG  8T3 

DEAR  SCROTUM  BREATH: 

Where  do  you  cum  off  sexually 


violating  chickens?  Haven’t  you 
moved  into  Arts  and  Science  yet?  It's 
creeps  like  you  that  give  buggery  a bad 
name. 


Dear  Box; 

I would  like  to  apologize  for  having 
this  issue  come  out  so  late.  You  see.  I 
have  had  a very  busy  week  and 
frankly,  I don't  like  doing  this  any 
more.  Last  Fpiday  three  very 
important  things  happened  to  me.  I 
dropped  out  of  Engineering  (I’ll  be 
back  next  year).  I lost  the  election  for 
president,  and  I started  going  out  with 
a first  year  nurse. 

With  distractions  like  these  it  is  no 
wonder  that  my  interest  in  putting  out 
the  Toike  has  waned.  I’ve  tried  to  be  a 
good  editur.  honest  I have,  but  I can 


only  print  what  gels  submitted.  Eight 
pages  of  broadsheet  is  a lot  to  fill  and  I 
have  not  been  able  to  do  as  much 
editing  as  I would  like. 

I know  the  question  you  are  all 
wondering;  where  does  one  go  from 
Toike  editor?  Well,  I'm  going  to 
publish  a book,  “The  Best  of  the 
Tofke,  the  First  Sixty  Years".  It  should 
be  on  the  bestseller  lists  in  about  a 
year  and  a half.  I guess  I’ve  filled  up 
this  ugly  white  space  by  now  so  I'll 
stop  writing.  It's  been  a slice. 

BobMoult 

Editur 

Dear  Box, 

Eng.  Sci.  Sux  Poorly 


It’s  Over 

Well,  it's  finally  happened.  After  all 
these  years,  after  all  these  thousands 
of  columns,  that  dreaded,  un- 
thinkable, yet  unavoided  disaster 
every  columnist  must  face  has  come 
upon  me. 

What  disaster  is  this?  I hear  you  cry 
out  in  anguish.  Has  Jackie,  the  divine 
Mrs.  L.,  left  me  for  some  greasy- 
haired  John  Travolta  clone?  Have 
those  crazy  Lautens  kids,  lovable, 
irrepressible  and  totally  destructive 
imps  that  they  are,  done  something 
shockingly  naughty?  Has  my  loyal 
Samoyed  Surah,  the  world’s  stupidest 
dog,  gone  and  peed  all  over  the  living 
room  sofa?  Has  my  esteemed  editor 
gone  berserk  after  reading  another 
one  of  my  witty  columns  listing  all  the 
depressing  things  about  February? 

Yes.  but  what  else  is  new? 

Let’s  face  it.  For  years  I've  been 
writing  rib-tickling  columns  based  on 
the  amusing,  amazing  and  downright 
adorable  things  my  family  and  friends 
have  done  to  themselves  and  other  in- 
nocent bystanders.  Whenever  I was 
stuck  for  an  idea;  whenever  the 
deadline  was  approaching  and  the 
editor  was  frothing  at  the  mouth, 
whenever  a blank  piece  of  paper 
stored  accusingly  at  me  from  my 
typewriter  in  short,  whenever  I was 
desperate,  I knew  I could  squeeze  a 
thousand  or  so  words  out  of  my 
daughter's  acne  or  my  wife's 
menopause  or  even  my  son's  impaired 
driving  charge.  And  those  were  my 
funniest  columns. 

Gee.  the  mileage  I've  got  from  other 
people's  lovableness...  Frankly,  it’s 
embarassing. 

Over  the  years,  my  faithful  readers 
have  turned  to  this  column,  knowing 
their  day  was  about  to  be  brightened 
by  a thigh-slapping  story  about  my 
son's  first  date,  a witty  piece  on  my 
brother's  constant  battle  with  welfare 
claims,  or  a droll  anecdote  about  my 
father's  heart  rending  descent  into 
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total  senility.  However,  those  halcyon 
days  are  gone  forever. 

finished 

Yesterday’s  column,  about  what  our 
cat  did  on  the  rug  signals  the  end  of  an 
era,  the  final  fading  of  a golden  age. 

There's  nothing  left  to  write  about. 

I’ve  exhausted  all  the  possibilities, 
explored  all  the  angles.  I’ve  spent 
numberless  hours  seeking  out  long-lost 
relatives,  forgotten  friends  and  scat- 
tered high  school  buddies.  I’ve  looked 
up  third  cousins  on  my  brother's 
mother-in-laws  side.  I've  gotten  in 
touch  with  girls  who  used  to  slap  my 
face  in  high  school.  I’ve  searched  high 
and  low  for  something  to  write  about; 
a minor  mental  disorder,  a long- 
hidden  embarassing  experience,  even 
an  impacted  wisdom  tooth...  anything. 

I came  up  with  nothing.  All  the 
people  I spoke  to  are  either  revoltingly 
humourless  or  dead,  and  beyond  my 
reach.  But  none  of  you  care.  You  ex- 
pect me  to  churn  out  column  after 
column  without  fail.  And  what  the  hell 
do  you  know  about  desparation,  about 
fear  that  you’ve  finally  run  dry? 
the  end 

That  awful  feeling  in  the  pit  of  your 
stomach  when  you  know  you've  hit 
rock  bottom. 

Well,  I don't  give  a damn  about  the 
future,  whatever  perils  it  may  hold.  I 
don’t  give  a damn  about  the  future, 
whatever  perils  it  may  hold.  I don't 
care  about  deadlines,  or  editors,  or 
girls  who  still  slap  my  face.  I'm  sitting 
here,  behind  my  desk  in  my  rathole  of- 
fice in  the  Star  building  with  enough 
rat  poison  in  my  gut  to  put  the  whole 
Toronto  Argo  team  under,  and  it 
should  be  taking  effect  any  second  n 
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“I  dropped  out  and  I’m  glad  I did  ’cause 


place  . 


where  they  still  have  the  famous  $2.22  meal  deal 
and  the  best  brew  around.”  ...  BobMoult,  1980 
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Beef  Buffet 
Bonanza 
only  2.22 

Present  this  coupon  with  $2.22  lor  o complete  roost  beel  dinner 
Including  boulongfre  potatoes,  solod  and  DJ'S  homemade  bread 
and  butter.  This  coupon  is  valid  after  5. pm  for  dinner  Monday 
through  Friday  only  until  May  IS.  1980.  Licensed  under  LLBO 
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Have  Your  Say: 
‘Why  I didn’t 
shoot  Grandma 


FAMILY 


A Letter 

Anni 

I’m  a 30  year  old  male  wilh  a 
definite  problem.  I seem  to  be 
irresistably  popular  with  women.  I 
can't  get  more  than  five  hours  sleep, 
and  the  phone  is  constantly  ringing.  I 
receive  obscene  mail  and  am 
propositioned  lewdly  in  grocery  stores 
and  plazas.  Even  my  neighbour's  cat 
keeps  leaving  dead  mice  on  my 
doorstep. 

This  is  a complete  mystery  to  me,  as 
I weigh  over  500  lbs  and  stand  3'  6".  I 
have  bad  breath,  running  sores  all  over 
my  body,  am  infested  with  lice  and 
other  vermin,  and  plagued  with 
dribbling  hemorrhoids.  What  should  I 
do? 

Confused. 

Dear  Confused! 

Die.  Next  time  write  ‘Dlsease«T  on  the 
outside  of  the  envelope  so  1 won’t  have 
to  touch  It. 


Another  Letter 

Dear  Anni  I'm  very  scared.  I'm  three 
months  old,  got  no  name,  don't  even 
know  what  sex  I am,  but  I’m  working 
on  it.  Right  now,  my  eyes  are  on  either 
side  of  my  head,  and  I'm  about  45 
millimeters  long. 

I'll  tell  you  what’s  been  bothering 
me.  The  other  day,  I was  just  floating 
around,  ingesting  protein  and  forming 
organs,  when  all  of  a sudden  this  huge 
piece  of  twisted  metal  came  bursting 
in  and  started  rooting  around.  looking 
for  something. 

Then  yesterday,  a huge  nozzle 
sneaked  in  and  started  sucking  up 
everything  in  sight.  I almost  got 
sucked  in  to  god  knows  where,  but  I 
grabbed  hold  of  a fallopian  tube  and 
wouldn't  let  go  for  anything.  My 
question  is...  what  the  hell  have  I 
done? 

Concerned,  but  very  much  alive. 
Concerned: 

Logistics  prohibit  me  sending  you  a 
reply,  but  I feel  that  many  ‘would-be’ 
parents  would  benefit  from  your  ex- 
perience. Hang  on. 


Paradim  ethylaminobenzaldehy  de 

YOUTH  CLINIC 


To  whom  It  may  concern:  My  problem 
Is  orgasm  with  my  girl.  WEII,  that’s  not 
a problem  but  I always  have  a terrible 
urge  to  yell.  “Paradlmethyl 
amlnobenzaldehyde"  Just  as  I cum. 
How  can  I handle  this  embarassing 
lablt? 

VNSWER:  Don't  be  ashamed.  It’s  just 
/our  way  of  showing  her  that  you  both 
aave  just  the  right  chemistry. 

Dear  Dr.  Powell:  I have  had  a terrible 
and  amazing  discovery,  I found  my 
balls  missing  after  my  dally  shower.  Is 


Young  readers  questions  on  human  retations  and  & 
are  answered  by  The  Star's  experts.  Psycffiatrst  Di. 
Saul  Levine,  physician  Dr.  Marlon  Powell,  minister 
Rev.  Graham  Cotier  and  social  worker  Bruce  Vicherl. 
Wnie  Youth  Clinic,  The  Toronto  Star.  One  Yonge  St, 
Toronto  M5E  1E6. 
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Old  Style  T-Shirts  Regularly  $3.75, 

now  only  $3.25 

New  Style  T-Shirts  Regularly  $5.75, 

now  only  5.25 


A Message  to  Graduating 
Engineers  About  Part-time 
Studies  in 

Management  Sciences 

You  are  aboul  to  complete  tour  years  ol  difficult  studies.  The 
competence  you  gave  gained  Irom  Ihese  studies  equips  you  to  start 
your  careers  as  professional  engineers,  Many  of  you  will  have  already 
chosen  your  first  post-graduate  Jobs. 

Where  do  you  go  Irom  here?  To  increasing  challenge,  responsibility 
and  reward?  Most  interesting,  high  level  jobs  for  engineers  Involve  some 
management.  The  concepts  you  need  for  this  were  not  part  ol  your 
engineering  education.  Some  of  you  may  have  considered  an  M BA 
program.  M.B  A.  programs  cover  all  the  main  functional  areas  of 
management  They  are  excellent  ways  to  get  started  in  genera) 
management.  But,  they  are  not  designed  primarily  for  engineers  who 
Intend  to  combine  engineering  and  managing, 

There  is  an  alternative,  the  Waterloo  M.A.Sc.  program  In  manage- 
ment sciences.  The  program  emphasizes  intensive  studies  in  fundmen- 
tal  concepts.  Unlike  the  typical  M B A.  program,  the  goal  is  not  to  train 
managers  In  an  abstract  sense,  but  rather  to  help  engineers  and 
scientists  to  function  better  as  engineers  and  scientists.  The  relatively 
few  Intensive  courses  are  designed  to  give  students  insights  Into 
management  problems  related  to  their  work  An  important  part  ol  the 
program  is  the  project,  a large  piece  of  work  equivalent  to  two  courses, 
coming  near  the  end  of  the  program.  Students  are  encouraged  to 
choose  problems  related  to  their  work.  They  thus  get  guided  experience 
in  using  management  science  concepts  in  situations  with  which  they  are 
already  familiar 

You  can  do  the  program  on  a part-time  or  full-time  basis.  Evening 
classes  are  offered  in  Mississauga  and  Waterloo.  A project  student  is 
required  to  take  eight  courses  that  may  be  distnbuted  over  applied 
economics,  operations  research  and  organizational  behaviour 
A part-time  student  usually  takes  one  course  per  term,  three  terms  per 
year  The  entire  program,  including  the  writing  of  the  pro|ect,  may  be 
completed  in  about  three  years.  A lull-time  student  usually  takes  three 
courses  per  term  He  may  complete  the  program  in  four  terms. 

You  may  get  applications  tor  entry  and  more  Information  by 
contacting: 

Professor  Irwin  Bernhardt 
Part-Time  Studies  Co-Ordinator 
Department  of  Management  Sciences 
University  of  Waterloo 
Waterloo,  Ontario  N2L  3G1 
Telephone  (519)  885-1211  Ext  2475 


this  a temporary 
.ondltlon? 

ANSWER!  If  you  are  an  electrical 
then  this  is  normal. 

Oig y 

Dear  Dr.  Powell:  I am  the  youngest  of 
four  girls  and  my  sisters  have  asked  me 
and  my  boyfriend  to  join  In  an  orgy 
that  they  are  planning  to  have  on  my 
birthday.  What  should  I wear? 
ANSWER:  Your  birthday  suit. 

Dear  Dr.  Powell:  I am  a third  year 
female  pharmacy  student.  My 
boyfriend  Is  five  years  old  and  says 
that  we  can't  have  children  yet,  Is  this 
true? 

ANSWER:  Yes,  this  is  true.  Anyone 
knows  that  pharmacy  students  can't 
get  pregnant  because  they  don't  know 
what  to  do. 

What  Brand*/ 

Dear  Rev.  Cotter:  What  toilet  paper  do 
you  recommenl? 

ANSWER:  On  the  hole,  I prefer 
Delsey. 


Dear  Dr.  Powell:  Congratulations  on 
completing  your  "Success  Without 
College"  MD  program.  To  date,  we 
have  still  not  received  your  payment 
for  the  course.  Please  remit 
Immediately  or  we  will  be  forced  to 
withhold  your  degree. 

P.S.  — We  have  heard  ugly  rumours 
about  your  ‘Joke’  surgery.  A warning: 
knock  it  off. 

ANSWER:  The  guy  needed  a skin 
graft.  Okay...  so  I took  it  off  his  face. 
Big  deal,  let  him  eat  through  his  ass. 

Dear  Rev.  Cotter:  I have  a very  serious 
problem.  And  so  do  you.  There  was  no 


cheque  In  my  mail  this  week.  Don't 
lets  make  this  any  more  sordid  than  it 
has  to  be.  I'm  sure  the  Toronto  Sun 
would  love  to  give  this  front  page 
coverage.  I’m  also  sure  that  your 
parishioners  would  be  interested,  too. 
ANSWER:  Look...  a taxi  is  on  the  way 
over  with  the  cheque  right  this  minute. 
Please...  the  negatives. 

Warning 

Dear  Mr.  Vlchert:  You’re  fucked.  I 
took  your  advice,  Just  like  you  told 
me.  if  they  ever  let  me  out,  I'm 
coming  looking  for  you.  God,  I told 
the  sex  offenders  about  It,  and  they 
fled  In  horror.  I know  what  you  look 
like.  Your  ass  Is  grass. 

NOTE:  Mr.  Vichert  is  unavailable  for 
comment  as  he  is  currently  undergoing 
extensive  plastic  surgery. 

Contraceptive  Myth 

Dear  Dr.  Powell:  I’m  a fifteen  year  old 
girl  and  I've  read  that  before 
Intercourse  the  girl  can  take  two 
aspirins  and  a Coke  and  that  prevents 
pregnancy.  Is  this  true? 

ANSWER:  Do  not  believe  it  for  one 
minute.  Taking  aspirins  for  the  wrong 
reasons  can  be  dangerous  and  is  quite 
foolish.  However,  there  is  some 
evidence  that  douching  with  coke 
immediately  after  intercourse  can 
lessen  the  risk  of  pregnancy  drastically 
I know  it's  worked  for  me. 

Dear  Dr.  Levine:!  wrote  you  last  week 
about  my  problem,  and  you  said  I was 
crazy.  I’d  like  a second  opinion. 
ANSWER:  You’re  ugly.  too. 


Sexual  Harassment  Again 


Dear  Fem:  I am  a (female) 
receptionist  working  for  a large 
company.  Because  I meet  the  public 
everyday,  I have  to  look  my  best 
always.  Unfortunately,  this  seems  to 
prompt  the  men  here  io‘  make  nide 
comments.  One  day  last  week,  I 
came  in  wearing  a beige  knee-length 
"chemise",  tan-coloured  Cameo 
seamed  stockings,  and  matching 
python-skinned  pumps.  Sure 
enough,  when  my  boss  came  in.  he 
said,  “You  look  nice  today."  This 
verbal  abuse  is  too  much.  How  do  I 
handle  this? 

Perturbed 

Dear  Perturbed:  If  It’s  your  clothes 
that  arc  to  blame,  I suggest  you 
change  the  way  you  dress.  First  of 
all,  try  wearing  high-heeled  pointy, 
steel-toed,  diamond  studded,  razor 
edged,  precision  balanced,  leather 
bools.  Since  this  Is  a family 
newspaper,  I can't  go  into  further 
detail  on  this,  but  I'm  sure  you 
understand.  Let  me  know  how  this 
works. 

And  Again 


men  in  the  office  have  been  very 
forward  lately.  Yesterday,  Fem,  the 
errand  boy  asked  me  if  I wanted 
coffee  and  we  all  know  what  that 
means.  And  today,  my  boss  said 
"Good  morning."  They  are  always 
making  advances  like  this.  What 
should  I do? 

S.I. 

Dear  S.I.:  You  are  right  — you  do 
have  a serious  problem.  Sexual 
harassment  in  the  office  is  one  of  the 
most  common  difficulties  facing 
working  females.  If  unopposed,  it 
will  continue  forever.  For  your 
situation,  I would  suggest  you  settle 
any  further  disputes  with  one  swift, 
well-placed  kick.  Violence  is  the 
only  language  men  understand. 

Stop  Famishing 


Dear  Fem:  I am  a 21  year  old  female  Dear  Fem:  I know  you  usually  hear 
secretary  with  a real  problem.  The  from  females  who  are  bothered  bv 


men,  but  my  situation  is  different. 
My  wife  and  I have  been  happily 
married  for  eight  years,  and 
although  my  boss  knows  this,  she 
does  not  seem  to  let  this  influence 
her  actions.  Perhaps  it  is  just  my 
imagination,  but  she  seems  to  be 
"brushing"  past  me  in  the  hallway  a 
lot,  and  often  puls  her  arm  around 
me,  treating  me  like  — a child. 
Once,  she  "accidently"  fell  into  my 
lap.  Furthermore,  her  remarks  to  me 
frequently  have  sexual  connotations. 
She  even  propositioned  me  at  the 
last  office  party.  I have  tried  gently 
reminding  her  that  I am  not  an 
eligible  bachelor  buUhis  has  had  no 
effect.  I dare  not  protest  too  loudly 
for  fear  of  losing  my  job.  Fem,  I 
would  appreciate  any  advice  you 
might  have  to  offer. 

Ottawa 

Dear  Ottawa:  What  are  you  talking 
aboul?  Aren’t  you  perhaps  letting 
your  Imagination  run  just  a bit. 
Learn  to  respect  seniority  and  stop 
making  potentially  libelous 
statements.  I suggest  you  get  down 
to  work  and  stop  fantasizing  about 
your  boss.  Women  are  pestered  by 
your  kind  far  loo  often.  Work 
diligently  and  stop  wasting  my  time. 


Star  Carrier 


Star  Carrier  of  the  Week 

Lazio  Dinglefutzy:  Inactivity, 

incredible  stupidity  and  a lack  of 
personal  hygiene  among  his  assets. 

Lazio  hasn't  seen  the  inside  of  a 
shower  in  fifteen  years.  He  has  so 
much  dirt  caked  up  on  his  body  that  he 
is  currently  cultivating  a rare  species 
of  mushroom  in  his  armpits.  Lazio  was 
voted  Carrier  of  the  week  when  it  was 
reported  that  his  entire 
neighbourhood  was  ravaged  by 
Typhoid  and  cholera.  His  greatest 
ambition  is  to  form  a complete 
sentence. 


Old  is  now 


Today’s 

Child 


A new  product  hit  the  cosmetic 
market  today.  As  the  baby  boom 
generation  ages  and  the  birth  rate 
plummets,  a new  wrinkle  has  been  ad- 
ded to  the  fashion  scene.  With  80%  of 
the  population  over  the  age  of  65,  old 
is  now  beautiful. 

Manufacturers  have  been  quick  to 
cash  in  on  the  tren,  introducing  lotion; 


that  accelerate  the  aging  p/ocess. 
Rival  firms  have  come  out  with 
variations  such  as  Final  Debut, 
Vaseline  Extensive  Abuse,  nnd  Oil  of 
Decay.  Most  come  with  a sandpaper 
applicator  and  can  be  used  in  conjun- 
ction with  Black  & Decker  beauty 
pack,  accesories  include  power  chisels 
band  saws  and  crazy  glue  mud  pack. 


Today's  Child 
Not  quite  a year  old,  always  smiling, 
Matthew  is  rarely  herd  to  cry.  He's  got 
a permanent  sparkle  in  his  crystal  blue 
eyes,  and  a delightful  smile  frozen  on 
his  delicate  little  face.  While  not  the 
most  animated  of  children,  he 
captivates  with  his  quiet  likeableness. 
A soft  spdken  child,  his  presence  will 
light  up  any  day.  In  addition,  he  likes 
to  help  by  keeping  your  important 
. papers  in  place.  He  is  well  suited  for 
this,  as  he  comes  encased  in  a cube  of 
lucite. 


MICHELE 

LANDSBERG 


Tolke 

Mirrors 

Attitudes 

What  is  it  about  men  in  groups? 
Taken  singly,  any  man  is  often 
almost  tlerable,  but  when  they  band 
together,  they  become  a raging 
hotbed  of  chauvinism  and  un- 
mitigated sexual  repression. 

They  titter  uncontrollably  and 
giggle  nervoulsy  every  time  they  say 
a bad  word  or  make  some 
derogatory  comment  about  female 
anatomy.  Not  one  of  these  men 
could  possibly  know  how  to  deal 
with  a real  woman  in  a real  relation- 
ship. 

Disgusting  Rag 

Epitomizing  the  vilest  of  male 
characteristics  , symbolizing  the 
basest  and  giost  loathsome  aspects 
of  the  macho  image  is  that  scourge 
of  university  journalism,  the  Toike 
Oike.  This  disgusting  rag, 
laughingly  put  out  by  the 
Engineering  students  at  the  UofT  is 
the  liteary  manifestation  of  all  the 
deep  rooted  psychoses  and  aberrant 
sexual  fantasies  of  men  everywhere. 

And  I should  know.  I’ve  seen  two 
of  them.  Thinking  back  over  them, 
though  I feel  nauseous  when  I do.  I 
can  recall  several  of  the  more 
humourous'  articles.  Carefully  sif- 
ting through  each  sordid  line, 
fastidiously  pouring  over  each  and 
every  sexist  ‘joke,’  fixedly  slurping 
up  every  last  perverse  and  filthy 
detail,  I managed  to  neglect  page 
after  page  of  jokes  about  men  and 
their  worst  characteristics,  and 
finally  saw  just  what  I wanted  to 
..  a few  lines  poking  merciless 
and  cruel  fun  at  women. 

It  sickened  me.  Half  an  hour  of 
leering  hungrily  over  each  line, 
licking  the  print  and  chewing  the 
staples,  brought  home  to  me  just 
how  irrepressibly  sexist  and  blatan- 
tly chauvinistic  the  Toike  Oike 
really  was.  And  the  people  who 
read  it  and  profess  to  enjoy  it  are 
equally  to  blame.  It  is  abundantly 
clear  to  me  that  the  vast  majority  of 
the  Toike’s  readership  is  mentally 
subnormal. 

Unbelievably  clever  people, 
like  myself,  must  march  in  the 
forefront  of  the  army  of 
righteousness,  trampling  the  hordes 
of  ignorance  with  the  jackboots  of 
decency  and  the  panzer  tanks  of 
justice. 

Crass  Denudation 

We  must  purge  the  spectre  of 
medieval  sexist  role  playing  with 
the  flame  throwers  of  liberation. 
We  are  duty-bound  to  burn  the 
serial  number  of  censorship  into  the 
lender  forearms  of  the  student 

press.  Ohhh my  head....  God.. 

the  red  mist.  Please  doctor,  nc 
more  injections. 

Was  I talking  about  the  Toike? 
Yes,  that's  right.  God,  it  makes  me 
sick  to  see  people  buckling  under 
the  relentless  psychological  on- 
: slaught  of  the  Toike  uncaged.  Can 
you  imagine  the  unforgiveable 
crime  of  misguiding  the  masses  vis 
the  press?  The  Toike's  crass  denun- 
ciation of  women  and  unprincipled 
mind  manipulation  must  not  be 
allowed. 

However,  as  this  is  a free  society, 
there  are  alternatives  to  the  ugly 
head  of  censorship.  For  example, 
gelding  of  the  entire  male  sex  or 
lopping  off  the  fingers  of  Toike 
writers. 

The  feminist  cause  is  indeed  a 
worthy  and  noble  one,  and  must  be 
pursued  vigorously.  Normally,  I’d 
volunteer  gladly  to  lead  the 
movement,  but  hubby  is  screeching 
for  his  dinner. 


Culture  Week 

Mon.  Mar.  17-21 

'Jo  Farting  - No  Belching 
No  Obscene  Language 

- In  Room  334  - 


Hockey 


shattering  heights...  There  was  also  much  discontent 

Harold  Ballard  held  a press  con-  registered  upon  including  the  German, 
ference  this  morning  announcing  the  national  team.  This  well-disciplined 
signing  of  several  illustrous  NHL  big  playing  machine  insists  on  tackling  the 
names  to  strengthen  game  attendance  Russian  and  American  teams 
next  season.  simultaneously.  Though  they  have 

Ballard  revealed  that  he’s  taking  on  been  accused  of  hideous  halftime 
Terry  Sawchuk,  Tim  Horton  and  Bill  atrocities,  Team  fuhrer  Helmut  Lom- 
Barilko  to  stiffen  up  the  Leaf  ranks.  bardi  has  declared  that  this  will  be  the 
"Well,  Sawchuk  stinks  in  goal,”  start  of  a 1,000  year  football  dynasty. 


The  National  Hockey  League  was 
stunned  today  by  the  news  that  Toron- 
to Maple  Leaf  General  Manager  Pun- 
ch Imlach  is  in  reality  a secret  agent 

for  the  Buffalo  Sabres.  - — 0 

The  disclosure  was  made  by  officers  Ballard  admitted,  "But  lucky  for  us  the  Complaints  arose  when  the  entire 
of  the  Metro  Police  Fraud  Squad  rink  is  cold,  or  he’d  have  a hard  time  Polish  team  was  packed  into  trucks 
following  news  that  the  Leafs  had  living  up  to  his  five  year  contract."  and  carted  away, 
traded  star  players  Darryl  Sittler,  Mike  Reportedly,  it's  a five  year  no  cut 

Palmateer  and  Borje  Salming  to  the  contract  with  the  Leafs  for  $25,000  per  — — 

Sabres  for  two  rolls  of  hockey  tape,  a year.  Ballard  chortled  happily  as  he 

used  Zamboni  machine  and  defen-  said,  “We  now  have  the  lowest  paid  Argo  halfback  Terry  Metcalfe  has 

ceman  Jerry  Korab.  goaltender  with  one  of  the  best  identified  the  cause  of  his  rather  poor 

"I  should  have  held  out  for  three  reputations  in  the  entire  NHL.  a real  showing  as  an  Argo.  Apparently  he 
rolls  of  tape,"  Imlach  was  heard  to  hall  of  famer!  We  figure  that  Horton  has  had  considerable  difficulty  under- 
mutter  as  he  was  taken  away.  should  be  a real  inspiration  to  our  standing  the  mathematical  aspects  of 

Imlach,  allegedly  fired  by  the  Buf-  young  players  to  see  this  guy  giving  all  the  game, 
falo  team  last  season,  was  in  reality  he  has  left  for  the  good  of  our  hockey  Terry  noted  confusion  over  several 
told  to  destroy  the  Leafs,  a division  team.  key  phrases,  such  as  "second  and 

rival,  by  Sabres'  owner  Seymour  Lawyer  Alan  Eagleson  had  little  to  four,"  "half  time,"  “quarterback,”  and 
Knox.  Once  he  attained  the  Toronto  Say  other  than  that  these  athletes  “first  down." 

post,  Imlach  proceeded  to  implement  would  report  to  next  year’s  training  When  asked  about  his  tutorial 
his  orders  by  undermining  player  camp  after  spending  the  summer  in  a 
morale  and  exchanging  quality  players  fridge, 
for  mediocre  ones. 

Maple  Leaf  owner  Harold  Ballard  ■ — 

could  not  be  reached  for  comment,  as 
he  was  busy  demolishing  his  office 
with  his  heqd. 

League  President  John  Ziegler, 
clearly  angry,  said,  " W.e’ve  got  to  show 
these  people  that  they  have  to  work 


sessions  with  kindergarten  teacher 
Mary  Baker,  Terry  was  quoted  as 
saying,  "Huh?” 


Scrappy  ex-Maple  Leaf  left  winger 
Dave  "Tiger"  Williams  has  undergone 
the  first  of  a series  of  operation 
designed  to  improve  his  facial 
aesthetics.  The  Tiger  has  been  ac- 


Soccer 


European  Soccer  Fever  is  sweeping 

iiicsc  cu  ic  mai  i„cj  ..I.*.  - o- the  continent.  The  Centre  for  Disease 

within^the  framework  of  the  league  cused  of  shaving  each  morning  with  a Control  in  Atlanta  believes  the  source 


rules.  We’ll  see  if  a fine  of,  say,  $100 
doesn’t  teach  the  Sabres  that  the  rules 
are  not  to  be  flouted. 


Football 


lawn  mower  before  ramming  his  face 
into  his  blender  in  order  to  get  the 
freshest  orange  juice  possible.  The 
surgeons,  however,  are  optimistic 
about  his  chances  for  improvement, 
saying  that  his  present  mass  of 

The  Toronto  Maple  Leafs  eased  into  mangled  flesh  will  provide  an  excellent 
first  place  overall  in  the  NHL  standings  grafting  site, 
with  a 9-2  trouncing  of  the  now  second  ' 

place  Philadelphia  Fliers  last  night  at 
the  Spectrum. 

Seems  that  the  Leafs  have  met 
nothing  with  success  since  they  dealt 
away  Macdonald,  Williams,  Sittler, 

Salming,  and  Palmateer.  Their  new 
roster  of  relative  unknowns  and  under- 
productive hopefuls  have  shocked  the 
league  with  their  uncanny  ability  to 
work  as  a single  cohesive  unit  unhin- 
dered by  intra-team  or  player 
management  squabbles. 

Said  one  modest  Leaf  “Mr.  Ballard 
is  like  a father  to  us  all,  and  his 
guidance  has  led  us  into  the  utopia  of 
success." 

Team  physician  Dr.  Robert  Purves 
reports  that  amphetamine  intake  by 
the  team  is  now  peaking  at  brain- 


to  be  rats  and  fleas  brought  to  our 
shores  by  Portugese  freighters. 


Golf 


Football  news  from  south  of  the 
• border  has  revealed  an  ambitious  plan 
by  the  NFL  to  expand  world  wide  for 
the  next  season.  There  has  been 
unanimous  condemnation  of  the  in- 
clusion of  a Greek  team,  complaints 


The  Joey  Smallwood  Newfoundland 
Open  closed  yesterday.  The  Environ- 
ment Minister  ruled  that  the  game  was 
only  a cheap  attempt  to  cover  up  the 
brutality  of  seal  clubbing.  Officials 
were  alerted  by  the  blood-stained  golf 
clubs  and  mounds  of  pelts  piled  high 
on  the  backs  of  golf  carts.  


100  Metre 


. There  was  some  difficulty  in  starting 

ranging  from  horizontal  huddling  to  , he  100  metre  dash  for  the  deaf, 
prolonged  center-quarterback  ex- 
changes. The  all  male  cheerleading 
team,  dressed  in  traditional  costume, 
provides  inscessant  gametime  distrac- 
tion by  chasing  the  team’s  mascot 
Fluffy  the  Lamb  until  it  drops  of 
exhaustion. 


The  Toron- 
to Maple  Leafs  have  announced  the 
signing  of  a 4 x 6 foot  cement  block  to 
play  goal  this  season. 
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POLICE 

CONSTABLES 


This  Weeks  Thought 


This  Business 
of  Life 

By  I.  Jeffrey  Case 


“Treat  people  as  if  they  were 
what  they  ought  to  be  and  you 
help  them  to  become  what  they 
are  capable  of  being” 

Goethe 

Advising  Young  Professionals 
With  Money  Management 
By  Design 


Margaret  Thatcher 
tells  her  daughter 
mum  knows  Moses’/D5 


Entertainment 


Great  New  Band  Opens 
at  the  El  Mocambo 


WILLIAM 

LITTLER 

L- 

Music 

decade  swamped  in  vinyl  vomit,  rock 
and  roll  is  a political  phenomenon. 
Prom  the  start,  rock  has  expressed  the 
contempt  of  the  street  people  for  the 
mores  of  civilized  society.  The  so- 
called  "new  wave"  is  just  the  modem 
manifestation  of  this  rage  and 
Canada's  newest  new  wave  band 
brings  the  politics  of  rock  to  its  logical 
conclusion. 

I'm  talking  of  course,  about  JOE 
CLARK  AND  THE 

CONSERVATIVES,  who  opened  last 
night  at  the  El  Mocambo.  Yes,  it's  that 
Joe  Clark,  fronting  a band  that  consists 
of  former  cabinet  ministers  John 
Crosbie,  David  Crombie  and  Ron 
Atkey,  with  Flora  McDonald  and 
Maureen  McTeer  handling 

background  vocals.  This  is  a new 
direction  for  Canada's  ex-First 
Turkey,  and  judging  from  last  night's 
shaky  beginnings,  this  venture  could 
be  as  short-lived  as  his  last. 

MacDonald  and  McTeer  opened 


with  a medley  of  oldies,  including 
spirited  versions  of  It's  My  Party,  and 
I'll  Cry  if  I Want  To  and  Leader  of  the 
Pack.  They  added  a bit  of  much 
needed  sexual  tension  to  the 
proceedings,  dressed  as  they  were  in 
nothing  but  thigh-high  leather  boots 
and  shirts  made  from  old  pull-tab 
rings. 

Clark  himself  was  the  model  of  new 
wave  chic  in  his  dark  blue  three  piece 
banker's  suit,  cheekily  sporting  an 
orange  Sid  Vicious  haircut  and 
twirling  a dead  cocker  spaniel  from  a 
length  of  motor-cycle  chain  wrapped 
around  his  neck.  He  and  the  band 
launched  into  a vigorous  set,  which 
was  marred  by  the  fact  that  no  one  had 
learned  how  to  play  their  instruments. 
John  Crosbie,  on  electric  spoons,  was 
especially  guilty  of  this,  indulging  in  a 
number  of  embarassing  solos.  The 
crowd  was  further  antagonized  by  the 
group’s  annoying  tendency  to  stop  one 
song  right  in  the  middle  and  start  up 
with  another.  In  the  end,  Clark  and  his 
band  were  chased  from  the  stage  by  a 
deluge  of  beer  bottles  and  dead  cats. 

Was  Clark  given  a fair  chance  to 
bring  Toronto  audiences  some  real 
musical  change  in  his  club  debut?  Who 
really  gives  a damn?  Not  the  acne- 
scarred  street  garbage  that  passes  for 


the  rock  audience  in  this  town.  They 
squat  in  their  suburban  recreation 
rooms  like  so  many  scabby  faced 
mushrooms,  sucking  weed  and 
listening  to  the  latest  audio  offal  from 
Boston  or  Pink  Floyd.  They  don't  give 
a damn  about  real  music,  and  neither 
do  I. 

RANDOM  NOTES 

Ex-Beatle  Paul  McCartney  was 
arrested  at  Tokyo  airport  after 
customs  officials  found  a ton  and  a 
half  of  marijuana  in  his  luggage. 
McCartney  was  in  town  to  do  a benefit 
for  the  Pol  Pot  regime  in  Cambodia, 
and  Japanese  officials  were  sceptical 
about  his  claim  that  the  bales  of  weed 
were  for  his  personal  use.  It's  expected 
that  Tokyo  police  will  hold  the  musical 
mediocrity  in  custody  until  they 
receive  permission  from  the 
authorities  to  beat  him  senseless. 

KISS  guitarist  Gene  Simmons  really 
brought  the  house  down  at  a concert 
in  Akron,  Ohio  last  night.  Gene  made 
a slight  miscalcualtion  during  his 
famous  fire  breathing  routine  and  his 
entire  head  burst  into  flames.  As  he 
reeled  back  in  shock  and  horror,  his 
highly  inflammable  costume  also  went 
up,  turning  the  demonic  rocker  into  a 
human  torch.  As  the  nauseating 


stench  of  burning  flesh  filled  the  air, 
Simmons'  amplified  shrieks  of  agony 
hammered  the  arena  with  wave  upon 
wave  of  ear-shattering  feedback. 
Frantic  but  opportunistic  roadies  were 
finally  able  to  extinguish  the  flames 
and  hustle  the  charred  mass  ol 
smouldering  meat  offstage,  but  not 
before  taping  the  act  for  live  release. 
"It  was  the  greatest  show  I ever  saw," 
said  an  ecstatic  fan  as  he  swabbed  the 
blood  from  his  ears. 


NEW  WAVE  NOTES 
The  POLICE  arrested  the 
INMATES,  who  were  running  amok  in 
a British  shopping  plaza.  “The 
FABULOUS  POODLES  were 
terrified,"  said  a spokesman,  "and  the 
damage  is  worse  than  PEARL 
HARBOUR  AND  THE 
EXPLOSIONS.  Getting  a conviction 
should  be  easy,  as  they  left 
FINGERPRINTZ  all  over  the 
BOTTLES  and  the  SHOES."  "It  was  a 
CHEAP  TRICK  and  it's  the 
ROCKPILE  for  us,"  said  the  punks  as 
they  were  hustled  off  to  jail  in  the 
CARS.  When  asked  to  explain  his 
band's  exploits,  lead  singer  Sting 
replied,  "I  guess  you  have  to  have  the 
KNACK."  And  I get  paid  for  this. 


The  night  outside  was  bleak  and 
frigid,  a depressing  reminder  of  my 
daily  life.  As  I sat  gloomily  in  the 


...AND  IN  MY  LAST  LETTER  I 
SPECIFICALLY  TOLD  YOU  SAUZA 
IS  NUMBER  ONE/  YOU  DON'T 
SEEM  TO  UNDERSTAND... 
NUMERO  UNO!  SAUZA/ 1 DON'T 
WAN'T  TO  HAVE  TO  SEND 
FOU  ANOTHER  LETTER! 


enthusiastic  cast,  I knew  that  I had  of  ai  few  of  my  stoned-out  friends  who 
been  wrong.  Skule  Nile  8T0  was  a think  they  saw  the  show, 
treat  to  behold.  I mean,  why  should  this  review  be 

The  laughs  came  consistently  any  different? 
throughout  the  show.  Sure,  there  were 

chucklers  and  groaners,  but  there  Stage  Cues:  Skule  Nite  veteran  Rob 
were  some  real  sidesplitters,  too.  The  West,  who  has  capably  directed  the 
sets  were  great,  from  the  Time  stage  for  many  years,  announced  after 
Machine  and  (he  Cindericky  disco  to  the  final  show  that  he  will  not  be  the 
the  drawing  room  of  Only  The  Dead  Stage  Manager  in  next  year’s  show. 
Die  At  Skule  and  the  Star  Trek  bridge.  Rob  and  his  pet  Maalox  will  be  sadly 
Special  effects  and  sound  effects  were  missed  in  the  wings...  another  veteran 
well  timed  and  well  executed.  of  Skule  Nite,  Paul  Baker,  will  also  be 

But  as  well  as  a technically  and  departing  from  active  involvement  in 
materially  excellent  show,  Skule  Nite  the  show,  having  taken  a job,  in 
8T0  had  an  enthusiastic  cast.  You  Ottawa.  The  Bakes’ raucous  presence 
could  tell  they  enjoyed  what  they  were  and  dependable  parties  will  also  be 
doirig,  and  that  they  knew  what  they  missed...  after  the  final  show  next 
warmth  of  Hart  House  Theatre  I were  doing,  from  lines  and  chorus  to  year’s  director  Jan  Alphabet  was 
reflected  on  the  other  student  choreography.  And,  of  course,  there  presented  with  a gift  to  assist  him  in 
productions  I had  seen  — dull,  slimy  was  the  venerable  Toike  Oikestra,  led  sharpening  the  wit  for  next  year's  show 
affairs  cramped  with  “in"  jokes  and  by  that  incomparable  jazzman.  Tom  — it  should  be  a real  switch  to  have  a 
Skublics.  Even  though  they're  no  Kiss,  blade  like  Jan  directing  next  year's 
they  were  great.  show  from  off  the  stage...  I’d  like  to 

And  so.  you  all  missed  it,  and  I did,  mention  the  director,  Peter  Nelson, 
too,  because  all  nights  were  sold  out  our  twin  producers  Graham  Skells  and 
except  for  the  opener,  and  I couldn't  Pierre  Gagnon,  and  everyone  else,  but 
go  then  because  I didn't  look  for  there  just  isn't  room  so,  if  you  want  to 
tickets  until  the  second  show,  so  I know  who  they  are  — look  in  a 
made  this  all  up,  you  see,  with  the  aid  program. 


cheap  dialogue.  I planned  to  leave  at 
intermission,  convinced  that  I would 
have  seen  enough  tripe  to  write  my 
review  (as  is.  of  course,  my  usual 
practice). 

But  when  the  curtains  opened  in  the 
first  scene  to  reveal  the  first  of  many 
special-effects  sets  and  a bouyantly 


NUMERO  UNO  IN  MEXICO  AND  IN  CANADA 


Toronto:  (Reuter) 

Our  ace  reporter  Orlic  Hurtwell,  here  at  the 
University  of  Toronto,  believes  that  he  has 
stumbled  upon  an  attempt  by  Mario's  Bakery  of 
Newark,  New  Jersey  to  renew  their  illicit 
operations  on  campus.  Previously  Mario  has 
been  known  to  threaten  Deans  of  Engineering 
(by  placing  cars  in  their  offices)  and  to  show  his 
domination  of  SAC  (by  illustrating  its 
resemblance  to  a'  famous  Walt  Disney  cartoon 
character).  More  recently  the  representatives  of 
Mario's  Bakery  made  a startling  appearance  at 
the  Chariot  Race,  where,  in  keeping  with  their 
truce  with  the  BFC  (Buyers  of  Few  Chickens) 
they  exchanged  gifts.  However  this  pact  was 
soon  broken  when  the  BFC  (which  does  not 
really  exist)  discovered  a subsidiary  of  Mario's 
Bakery  (Mario's  Brickery  of  Newark,  New 
Jersey)  attempting  to  brick  up  the  door  of  the 
SAC  building.  The  truce  was  broken  when  the 
BFC  (which  does  not  really  exist)  learned  that 
the  SAC  directors  were  not  inside  at  the  time.  So 
now  our  reporter  has  discovered  from  his 
sources  within  the  Buyers  of  Few  Chickens 
organization,  that  Mario  is  suspected  of  starting 
up  a housed  ill-repute  on  campus.  Apparently 
women's  groups  across  campus  have  been 
reporting  disappearances  of  women  from  parties 
and  pubs.  In  each  case  the  woman  was  last  seen 
accompanied  by  an  engineering  student  and 
heading  upstairs.  The  feminists  have  already 
lodged  a complaint  on  the  Metro  Library  walls 
against  the  engineers.  They  allege  that  the 
engineers  are  being  discriminatory  by  not  taking 
any  of  them.  A spokesman  for  the  Engineering 
Society.  Joe  Skule,  suggest  that  the  Unification 
Church  is  responsible  for  the  disappearances. 
But  the  BFC  (which  does  not  really  exist) 
maintains  that  it  is  Mario's  Bakery  who  are 
masterminding  this  white  slave  trade,  and  thus 
warn  us  of  an  impending  house  of  ill-repute. 

And  finally.... 

Toronto,  (GUPI)j 

University  of  Toronto  engineers  have 

decided  to  construct  their  own  on- 

campus  Disneyland.  A fence  will  be 

placed  around  University  College. 


TORONTO  (GUPI): 

In  an  exclusive  interview  granted 
today  by  the  non-existant  chief  of  the 
non-existant  BFC,  this  reporter  lear- 
ned the  true  story  behind  the  now  im- 
famous  'Chicken  Day’  caper. 

Due  to  the  exact  liming  and  precise 
execution  of  this  caper,  the  entire 
university  community  naturally 
thought  that  the  BFC  was  responsible. 
It  was  disclosed  today,  however,  that 
the  simultaneous  fowl  bombing  of 
every  engineering  Flrosh  class  was  ac- 
tually the  work  of  a relatively  new, 
clandestine  terrorist  group  known  to 
the  public  asTHO. 

When  asked  to  disclose  the  identity 
of  this  group,  the  chief  stated  that  BFC 
Intelligence  was  not  investigating  the 
group,  and  contracts  would  not  be 
put  out  on  them  by  the  end  of  the 
week. 

Due  to  the  natural  misconception 
about  the  identity  of  the  pranksters, 
most  of  the  chickens  were  returned  to 
the  BFC  office  by  a couple  of  Flrosh 
from  Guelph.  Being  a kind-hearted 
avarian,  the  chief  decided  that  the  bir- 
ds had  been  punished  enough  by  the 
sadistic  tendencies  of  the  farmers. 

As  a result,  an  elite  squad  of  BFC 
Storm  Troops  were  dispatched  to  take 
the  chickens  up  to  Sid  Smith,  an  cn- 
viomment  in  which  they  could  share  a 
common  language  with  other  animals 
of  approximately  the  same  IQ. 


Mario's  Bakeryof 
Newark,  New  Jersey 
is  pleased  to  announce 
the  opening  soon 
of  its  new  H.O.I.R. 

TO  SERVE  THE  UofT  community 


The  Year’s  Worst 


To  the  discerning  filmgoer,  the 
pickings  from  this  season's  crop  of 
movies  are  about  as  appetizing  as  the 
contents  of  your  grandfather's  nose. 
Should  you  still  feel  the  need  to  go  to  a 
movie  despite  your  better  judgement, 
the  list  that  follows  should  help  you 
decide  between  a minor  stomach  upset 
and  severe  intestinal  trauma. 

Flipper 

The  story  of  a thalidomide  baby 
more  at  home  in  an  aquarium  than  a 
playpen.  Oh,  gawd. 

Cries  and  Giggles 

Woody  Allen  did  a Bergman  picture 
in  Interiors,  and  now  Bergman  gets  his 
revenge.  Max  von  Sydow  plays  a 
neurotic  Stockholm  comedy  writer 
who  has  an  on  again-off  again  affair 
with  kooky  Liv  Ullman.  Funniest 
scene  occurs  when  they  all  commit 
suicide. 

Pardon  Me,  But  Your  Minibus  Is 
Parked  on  My  Dog’s  Head 

Charming  film  from  Yugoslavian 
filmmaker  Igor  Dipstic  concerning  the 
spiritual  journey  of  a Zagreb 
garbageman  as  he  comes  to  grips  with 
a lusty  widow  and  a garbage  can  full  of 
rancid  cabbage  rolls. 

The  Nauseating  Inferno 

Irwin  Allen's  latest  disaster  flick 
deals  with  a bursting  septic  tank.  Stars 
Rock  Hudson,  Natalie  Wood,  Henry 
Fonda,  Richard  Widmark,  Gary 
Coleman,  Ernest  Borgnine,  Roddy 
McDowall,  Lena  Horne,  Glenn  Ford, 
Kirk  Douglas,  Linda  Blair,  Helen 
Reddy,  Charleton  Heston,  Efrem 
Zimbalist  Jr.,  O.J.  Simpson  and  the 
L.A.  Rams.  A real  stinker. 

Disco  Roller  Boogie  at  Skaletown 
U.S.A. 

Made  in  Iran  by  SAVAK  and  finally 
getting  its  North  American  debut. 

1942 

Director  Steven  Spielberg  sinks  the 
entire  state  of  California  in  an  ill- 
advised  attempt  to  recoup  some  of  his 
losses  from  last  year's  multi-million 
dollar  disaster. 


CLYDE 

GILMOUR 

At  the 
movies 


Star  Whores 

Finally,  a clever,  well-writen  space 
movie.  The  special  effects  are  pathetic 
and  the  characters  are  disgustingly 
offal,  but  the  film  as  a whole  has  a 
rancid  charm.  Rex  Reed  is  especially 
good  as  Blowjobba. 

Don't  Answer  the  Phone  or  I'll  Kill 
You,  I Really  Mean  It 
The  458th  movie  made  this  -year 
about  a baby  sitter  trapped  in  an  old 
house  with  a psychotic  killer.  About  as 
terrifying  as  the  prospect  of  four  years 
of  Liberal  government. 

Rich  Women  In  Expensive  Clothes 
Ali  McGraw  and  Candice  Bergen 
play,  well,  rich  girls  in  expensive 
clothes.  There's  enough  talent  at  work 
in  this  film  to  curdle  milk. 

Cruising  for  a Bruising 
AI  Pacino  plays  a screaming  faggot 
trying  to  find  a depraved  killer  stalking 
the  New  York  City  Police  Force.  What 
a piece  of  shit.  Really. 

Bom  Freaked 

Harking  back  to  the  crazy  sixties, 
this  drugs  and  love  flick  recounts  the 
touching  story  of  a heroin  addict’s 
baby.  Stay  home  in  the  closet. 

Sick  Man,  Dead  Man 

Proving  that  you  really  can  beat  a 
dead  horse,  Irwin  Shaw's  nauseating 
novel  was  made  into  two  stomach- 
turning TV  serials,  and  now  a full 
length  feature.  Rudy  Jordache’s  body 
is  taken  home  by  Falconetti  who 
dismembers  it  against  the  operatic 
background  of  Wagner's  Lohengrin. 
This  film  is  three  of  the  biggest  pieces 
of  shit  I’ve  ever  seen. 


Robert  redford  ^ 8th  Week! 
JANE  FONDA 
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ALBION  1 FAIRVIEW  2 


TSAR  TREK 
The  Molion  Sickness 
Part  two 

When  we  last  saw  the  unfortunate 
Enterprise  and  her  apprehensive  crew, 
Kirk  had  tossed  the  ship  recklessly  in- 
to hyperspace.  Hurtling  uncon- 
trollably into  the  wormhole,  the  ship 
was  assaulted  by  a bizarre  array  of  ex- 
pensive technical  effects.  The  Enter- 
prise rattled  and  shook  for  what 
seemed  like  hours  to  the  movie-goers, 
but  was  in  fact  several  minutes.  She 
was  battered  mercilessly  to  and  fro  as 
millions  of  dollars  of  special  effects 
footage  vapourized  all  around  her. 

Kirk  glanced  at  the  bridge  crew. 
Their  bodies,  hopelessly  misshapen  by 
the  irresistable  shearing  forces  of 
spacetime  dilation,  annoyed  Kirk  no 
end. 

“Goddamn  it. ..Knock  it  OFF!"  he 
snarled.  Instantly,  the  entire  crew 
regained  their  composure; 
everyone  that  is  except  for  Decker, 
whose  eyes  were  glued  to  the  view 
screen. 

‘Mmmmyyyyy  ggoooddd...theressss 
aaaa  wwoorrrmmm  attt  tthheee  eeen- 
ndd  oofff  theee  wwoorrrmmhhoole..." 
he  droned. 

Oooh,  yuck!"  Uhura  reported, 
“There’s  an  icky  worm  in  the  hole!" 
Kirk  whirled  around  to  the  screen. 

"Full  Phasers!"  he  ordered.  Decker 
vibrated  over  and  countermanded  the 
order.  Everybody  ducked  under  their 
seats.  Immediately  aware  of  his  error. 
Decker  stopped  oscillating  and  froze 
on  the  spot. 

"Decker..."  Kirk  began,  "Do  you 
have  any  favourite  pets?"  Decker 
looked  dumbfoundedly  at  the  Captain. 

"Well,  yessir...my  very  favourilest 
little  kitty  cat  darling  that  my  sweet 
old  mom  bought  for  me  with  her  very 
last  cent  just  before  I left  on  this 
mission  of  my  dreams,"  he  gushed 
happily. 

"I’ll  bet  the  little  scamp  is  just  ever 
so  cuddly  cute,"  Kirk  vomited  back. 

"It  sure  is.  Captain.  Just  a whole  fat 
bunch  of  sugar  coated  sweet 
'hugableness!"  Decker  tittered 
gleefully. 

Kirk  chuckled  to  himself.  "Put 
Decker's  cat  in  the  torpedo  tubes  and 
jettison  it  at  the  worm,"  he  ordered. 

Before  Decker  could  sthnd 
speechless,  drool,  gurgle  stupidly  and 
fall  to  the  floor,  everyone  aboard  wat- 
ched as  a big  fat  bunch  of  cuddly 
hugableness  blasted  off  at  warp  speed 
and  impacted  brutally  with  the 
worm... erasing  it  from  the  galaxy  with 
a supernova-like  explosion. 


“Thanks  just  all  to  pieces,"  kirk  said 
to  Decker.  "Now,  Mr.  Sulu,  bring  us 
back  to  sub-light."  Then,  no  sooner 
had  Sulu  complied,  than  the  alien 
came  into  view  on  the  scanners.  It  was 
an  immense  size. ..far  bigger,  more 
sprawling,  and  several  times  more  un- 
wieldly  than  even  the  Canadian  gover- 
nment. But  it  was  green. 

"God,  it’s  big!"  Uhura  exclaimed. 

"How  big  is  it?"  echoed  the  bridge 
crew  in  unison. 

Kirk  stood  up,  one  hand  in  his 
pocket,  the  other  sweeping  the  air. 

"IT’s  so  big. ..that,  when  it  sits 
around  the  house. ..it  sits  around  the 
house!"  he  blurted.  Howls  of 
necessary  laughter  reverberated 
around  the  bridge  for  a full  thirty 
minutes. 

"I  don’t  understand."  said  Decker. 
Reflexlybackhandinghim,  Kirk  turned 
to  Chekov,  Before  he  could  ask  for  a 
sensor  report,  Chekov  was  already 
frying  the  alien  with  phasers. 

"Excellent  work,  Chekov!”  Kirk 
beamed,  "There’s  a place  for  a man 
like  you  aboard  my  ship.. .and  it's  the 
brig.  I hate  independent  thinkers." 
Before  Chekov  would  apologize  a 
blinding  white  light  filled  the  bridge, 
forcing  everyone  to  shield  their  eyes. 

The  dazzling  light  source  remained 
perfectly  motionless  in  the  centre  of 
the  room,  sniffing  the  air  eagerly  as  it 
searched  for  the  source  of  the  seduc- 
tive pheromones. Kirk  ordered  Spock 
to  take  readings.  At  the  very  second 
that  he  raised  the  tricorder  to  the  light, 


it  shot  out  a crackling  column  of  raw, 
hissing  energy.  Spock  instantly  lobbed 
the  tricorder  to  Decker.  Before  he 
could  collect  his  thought,  the  bolt 
shuffled  over  to  him  and  blew  off  his 
lower  legs  and  portions  of  his  pelvis. 

"Nice  catch,"  Spock  giggled  as 
Decker  suddenly  dropped  two  feet 
closer  to  the  ground.  He  jumped 
around  furiously  as  he  tried  to  butt  out 
his  smouldering  stumps. 

"No  smoking  on  the  bridge!"  Kirk 
snapped,  "And  report  for  bookend 
duty."  Before  Decker  could  douse  his 
legs,  the  energy  source  located  the 
voloptuous  Deltan  and  swept  her  of- 
f into  space.  Bowels  all  over  the  ship 
breathed  a sigh  of  relief. 

"What  did  you  make  of  that?"  Kirk 
asked  Spock. 

"Uncertain,  Captain.  I require  fur- 
ther data  before  I make  a report," 
Spock  answered.  Kirk  became  livid 
with  rage. 

"You’re  a goddamn  science  officer, 
Spock.  If  you  don't  have  an  answer, 
then  make  one  up!"  he  bellowed. 


Jesus,  I hope  there's  air  on  the  other 
side,  Spock  prayed  as  he  felt  the 
grawing  pains  of  suffocation  licking  at 
his  throat. 

Then,  as  a tribute  to  his  great 
calculating  expertise.  Spock  narrowly 
missed  an  opening  the  size  of  the 
Grand  Canyon  and  impacted  face-first 
beside  it.  Shaking  his  head  groggily,  he 
crawled  over  to  the  opening  and  fell 
in. 

Once  inside,  he  strugged  to  get  his 
bearings  in  the  dark.  Using  his 
flashlight,  he  peered  around  in  the 
blackness,  and  suddenly  turned  white 
with  horror. 

Back  on  the  Enterprise,  the  crew 
watched  in  amazement  as  the  cloud 
disgorged  an  immeasurably  large, 
bloated,  monster  of  a turd  with  Spock 
plastered  on  the  front  end. 

As  he  sped  by  the  ship,  a grappling 
hook  was  launched  from  the 
Enterprise,  which  buried  itself  in 
Spock’s  tender  green  flesh. 

"He’s  putting  up  quite  a fight,” 
Scotty  said  from  the  hangar  deck, 


"Bones,  give  this  probe  everything 
you've  got!" 

McCoy  walked  over  and  stood 
squarely  in  front  of  the  machine. 

Cracking  his  knuckles,  he  raised  one 
eyebrow  smugly  and  said,  "She’s 
DEAD.  Jim." 

Stepping  back,  McCoy  leaned 
against  the  wall  and  looked  self 
confidently  arrogant,  When  nothing 
happened,  he  turned  speechless  to 
Kirk,  who  stood  pointing  to  the 
Hallway. 

"It  should've  worked. ..it  should’ve," 
McCoy  mumbled  dejectedly  as  he 
walked  out  the  door. 

Then,  he  spied  a big  strapping  hulk 
of  a crewman  in  the  hall.  McCoy  tried 
one  last  shot.  Pointing  to  the  man,  he 
said, 

"There's  nothing  I can  do  for  him. 
Jim"  and  the  man  fell  dead  to  the 
floor. 

“Haven't  lost  the  old  touch!"  McCoy 
said  happily,  as  he  clicked  his  heels 
and  went  merrily  on  his  way. 

Back  on  the  bridge,  Kirk  pondered 
the  probe's  fate. 

"Chekov,  channel  every  last  bit  of 
power  in  the  warp  engines  through  the 
phasers  and  train  them  on  that  android 
on  C level." 

Scotty  went  wild  eyed  with  insanity. 
"Captain!  No  vessel  in  the  fleet  has 


ever  attempted  an  internal  phascr 
attack  and  survived!"  he  pleaded 
tearfully. 

Kirk  quivered  his  upper  lip.  Scotty 
immediately  dropped  to  his  knees. 
"Super  idea,  Captain.  If  it’s  all  right 
with  you.  I'll  go  have  myself  flogged 
right  away!"  Kirk  nodded  and  turned 
to  Chekov. 

Every  light  aboard  the  Enterprise 
dimmed  as  the  unbelievable-  power 
drain  herniated  the  life  support 
systems  and  reduced  the  warp  engines 
to  a foul  smelling  pool  of  liquid  metal. 

"We  missed.  Captain,"  Chekov 
noticed,  seeing  that  the  back  half  of 
the  Enterprise  was  blown  away. 

"Missed?!  Idiot!  Lunatic! 
Ayatollah!”  Kirk  cried.  "How  could 
you  miss?  You  tore  the  back  half  off 
my  ship  and  missed  the  bloody 
target?"  I’ll  kill  you,  Chekov."  Kirk 
roared,  veins  bulging  out  on  his 
forehead.  Before  he  could 
barehandedly  rip  out  the  poor  lad's 
heart,  a voice  came  over  the  intercom. 

"Kirk  unit.  This  is  the  Ilia  probe.  I 
will  allow  you  to  live  long  enough  to 
answer  some  questions  I have.  Meet 
me  in  sickbay  this  minute,"  the  voice 
said  defiantly. 

Purple  rage  flooded  Kirk's  eyes  as 
he  charged  down  to  Sickbay. 

"I  want  answers!"  the  probe 


ordered.  “Ardon  wants  answers." 

'Ardon  can  blow  it  out  his  orifice," 
Kirk  growled  viciously.  The  probe 
raised  it's  hand  and  evaporated  a 
nearby  security  officer. 

"So,  big  deal,"  Kirk  said,  phasering 
a second  one.  The  probe  looked 
perplexed.  It  raised  its  hand  again  and 
blasted  the  bioscanner  units  off  the 
wall.  Kirk  melted  an  entire  operating 
room.  Sweat  poured  off  the  probe's 
forehead  as  it  set  fire  to  the  entire  C 
level.  Kirk  punched  several  holes  in 
the  outer  hull  of  the  ship. 

"Had  enough?"  he  asked, 
confidently  holstering  his  phaser.  The 
probe  conceded  the  bout  and  offered 
to  take  the  Captain  to  Ardon. 


"An  incredibly  dense  field  of  super- 
high  energy  plasma  bound  together  by 
immense  magnetodynamic  force  lines, 
of  a type -unknown  in  the  galaxy," 
Spock  shoveled,  not  sure  where  he'd 
heard  so  much  bullshit  before. 

"Prove  it,”  Kirk  ordered.  Spock 
stared  blankly.  "I  can't..."  he  said 
sheepishly. 

"You  pointy-eared  lying  son  of  a 
bitch,"  Kirk  shouted.  “Get  out  there 
and  find  what  it  is."  Then  he 
hammered  his  fist  down  on  the 
communications  panel  and  told  the 
Transporter  room,  "Spock  is  going  for 
a recon  assignment.  Beam  him  out 
immediately.  And  send  him  a 
spacesuit  when  you  locate  one.  Kirk 
out." 

Kirk  stared  at  Spock  who  was 
standing  in  a large  pool  of  urine. 
"Scat!”  he  hissed  and  Spock 
scampered  away  on  all  fours. 

Some  minutes  later,  Spock  stood  in 
the  transporter  room  and  received  last 
minute  instructions  from  Rand. 

"Remember,  take  a real  deep 
breath,  and  don't  forget  your  Outer 
Space  Kit.  It  comes  with  everything 
you  see  right  here...  Flashlight, 
nylons,  string,  comic  books,  a 
chocolate  bar  and  some  Midol.  And 
don’t  worry,  I’ll  ship  you  out  a 
spacesuit  just  as  soon  as  the  shipment 
arrives  from  Starfleet.  You  see.  we 
couldn't  have  spacesuits  and  colour 
television  for  the  captain's  gerbils.  We 
had  to  cut  costs  somewhere,"  Rand 
explained.  Spock  started  to  cry,  but 
Rand  beamed  him  away  before  he  lost 
all  of  his  self-respect. 

Instantly,  Spock  found  himself  in 
the  now  familiar  bone-numbing  cold 
of  outer  space.  And  there  before  him 
yawned  the  great  chasm  that  lead  into 
the  heart  of  the  intruder.  Spock 
panicked  when  he  realised  that  he  had 
no  means  of  propulsion.  He  racked  his 
brains  desperately  for  a solution  to  his 
predicament. 

Then  it  occurred  to  him.  Every 
action  has  an  equal  and  opposite 
reaction!  Bending  over,  he  aimed  his 
ass  at  the  Enterprise.  Then,  grunting 
as  never  before,  he  unleashed  the  most 
loathsome,  vile  and  stomach-turning 
ripper  of  b Blue  Angel  that  ever 
shattered  the  sanctity  of  space.  A red- 
orange  fireball  literally  exploded 
behind  Spock’s  anus,  launching  him 
forward  like  a comet  towards  the 
rhythmically  expanding  and 
contracting  sphinctre  of  the  cloud. 


strapped  in  a trolling  chair  and 
heaving  on  a massive  fishing  rod. 

Kirk  made  his  way  to  the  hangar 
deck  -to  congratulate  Scolly  for 
landing  a big  one. 

“Nice  work,  Mr.  Scott,"  Kirk  said, 
as  the  engineer  held  his  prize  up  by  the 
heels.  Spock  flailed  and  thrashed 
around  like  an  epileptic  salmon  as  he 
choked  on  air. 

"Report,  Mr.  Spock,"  Kirk  asked. 

"Damn  those  pheromones."  Spock 
said,  shuddering  with  the  memory. 
“They  even  gave  that  cloud  the  hots." 

"God,  you  stink,"  Kirk  added. 
"Report  for  filleting  at  once."  Then 
suddenly  Uhura's  voice  interrupted 
over  the  intercom. 

"Captain. ..there's  something  you 
should  see  in  my  cabin." 

"I  knew  I should  have  had  you 
spayed,"  Kirk  muttered. 


Reaching  her  door.  Kirk,  Spock  and 
McCoy  waited  for  the  door  panels  to 
slide  aside.  The  second  they  did.  the 
now  much  despised  pheromone^ 
washed  over  the  three  of  them 
gripping  each  man  sequentially  in 
intestinal  symphony.. .a  kind  of  rectal 
fugue  in  bowel  major. 

There  before  them  stood  the 
exquisitely  mundane,  the  almost 
magically  banal  figure  of  (he  Deltan 
Ilia.  Certain  subtle  changes  in  her 
attire  belied  an  almost  imperceptible 
departure  from  her  previously  sexy 
body.  She  wore  a tattered,  shapeless 
terrycloth  housecoat,  pink  fluffy 
slippers,  dirty  white  sweatsocks  and  a 
headful  of  curlers  stapled  to  her  shiny 
dome. 

"James  Tiberius  Kirk.  Where  have 
you  been?  I’ve  been  looking  for  you 
Have  you  been  drinking  again?”  the 
Deltan  whined,  wagging  her  finger 
angrily  at  Kirk. 

"No,  Captain,  I am  not  your  Ilia, 
the  being  answered.  “1  am  a housewife 
probe  sent  here  to  observe,  monitor 
and  pick  up  after  the  non-inorganic 
filler  units  Chat  infest  Enterprise.  Do 
you  know  what  it's  like  picking  up 
underwear,  doing  Wishes,  cleaning 
washrooms  and  making  beds  for  430 
inconsiderate  and  ungrateful  slobs? 
And  not  even  one  word  of  thanks  on 
Probe's  Day." 

"Who  programmed  you?"  Kirk 
wondered,  barely  curious. 

"Ardon  programmed  me,"  the  probe 
replied. 

"And  who  the  hell  are  job,  then?" 
Kirk  screeched  rapidly. 

"I  am  that  which  was  programmed 
by  Ardon,'  it  answered  simply. 

Furious.  Kirk  called  for  McCoy. 


Archer  ffayes 

bas  a lot  to  offer. 

Amber  offers  you  a complete 
range  of  graphic  and  design 
services  al  a reasonable  cost.  Her 
bright  young  artists  and  designers 
will  bring  a fresh,  creative  approach 
to  all  your  advertising  and 
promotional  needs,  be  they 
business  cards  and  office  stationery 
or  newspaper  ads. 

Why  not  see  what  Amber  Hayes 
has  to  offer  you? 

Archer  Jfayes 
Creative 
M4-Q294/789-9639 
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Reception 

Dinner 


6;00  PM 
7:00  PM 


Fine  cloncing  to  follow 
Music  by  ♦ 

Nova,  Sounis 

Supported  by  the. 
Engineering  Alumni  Association. 

Tickets  available,  from  all  club  chairmen. 


Splderman 

DUE.  TO  A MOMENTARY 
LOSS  OF  SUPERPOWERS 
SPIDERMAN  PLUNOES  TO 
THE  CEMENT  BELOW.., 


Frank  and  Ernes! 


Ask  Andy 


Can  you  (ell  me  a little 
about  the  word ‘fuck’? 

Jimmy  Toughnuls,  10 
Rosedale 

Well  Jimmy,  you  have 
chosen  one  of  the  most 
interesting  and  colourful 
words  in  the  English 
language  today.  It  is  the 
one  magical  word  that  can 
describe  pain,  pleasure, 
hate,  and  love.  'Fuck'  falls 
into  many  gramatical 
categories.  It  can  be  used 
as  a verb  both  transitive 
(John  fucked  Mary)  and 
intransitive  (Mary  was 
fucked  by  John).  It  can  be 
an  active  verb,  (John  really 
gives  a fuck)  or  a passive 
verb  (Mary  really  doesn't 
give  a fuck),  an  adverb 
(Mary  is  fucking  interested 
in  John),  and  a noun  (Mary 
is  a fine  fuck).  It  can  be 
used  as  an  adjective,  (Mary 

Time  - It's  five  fucking 
thirty. 


Sgnt.  Renfrew 
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Superheros 


AH  SHIT!  1 THINK 
J VE  LOST  MY  FLYIN& 
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EQUATION.... 


A SPECIAL  SPACE  FOR  CHILDREN 
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Answer  Tomorrouj) 


Please  write  us  at: 

( J)  . J 

STARSHIP  /lArtitfc  • — 
iHf  TMmTo  ITai 


Take  me  out  to  the  Clarkie, 

Lock  me  up  in  a cell. 

Buy  me  some  treatment  and  therapy, 

I wouldn't  care  if  I never  get  free, 

Cause  it’s  paste,  paste,  paste  the  electrodes 
Turn  the  voltage  up  high. 

And  it’s  one,  two,  three  shock’s  you're  out! 
Won’t  you  let  them  try? 

Paranoics  and  Schizos, 

Warped,  bent,  crazed  or  just  nuts. 

They  'll  cut  and  they’ll  slice, 

Who  knows  what  they’ll  do. 

Lobotomies  for  those  who  threaten  to  sue. 
But  that’s  not,  not,  not  very  likely. 

When  the  therapy’s  done. 

All  you’ll  be  fit  for's  the  vegetable  patch, 
But  they’ll  all  have  fun. 

Ken  Johnny,  11. 


I THAT  MINDLESS  WORD  GAME 

BY  Dan  Nosella  and  Jymmi  eM 
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Now  arrange  the  circled  letters  to 
form  the  surprise  answer,  as  sug- 
gested by  the  above  cartoon. 

Print  answer  here: 

NAILED  TO  THE  OCm  m 


(Answers  Monday) 


